Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2014 


https://archive.org/details/fieldathonne31 


I 


TORONTO  APRIL,     1955  Vol.  XXXI,  No.  1 


I 


^ast^r  Greetings 


t 

Our  Saviour's  Cross  with  arms  extending, 

Might  with  the  Might  of  Love, 
Bring  you  peace  and  joy  unending, 

Earth's  best  favours  from  above. 

Through  Christ's  Heart  we  speed  our  wishes. 
None  more  true  can  friends  e'er  know. 

May  your  Easter  Day,  and  after. 
With  His  blessings  overflow. 


1930  -  1955 


His  Eminence  James  C.  Cardina  I  McG  uigan 

THE  Sisters  of  Service  are  one  with  the  clergy  and  faithful  of  the 
Archdiocese  of  Toronto  and  with  the  Church  throughout  Canada 
in  extending  their  kindest  wishes  and  most  fervent  prayers  for  His 
Eminence  on  the  occasion  of  his  Episcopal  Jubilee.  He  is  our  Spiritual 
Father  in  Christ  and  His  worthy  representative  among  us.  With  Mother 
Church  we  pray: 

"The  Lord  preserve  him  and  give  him  life, 
and  make  him  blessed  upon  the  earth,  and  deliver 
him  not  up  to  the  will  of  his  enemies." 


Ad  Multos  et  Faustissimos  Annos 
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News  and  Comments 


A  LONE  HOSPITAL 

The  Catholic  hospital  at  Chester- 
field Inlet  in  the  Hudson  Bay  Vicariate 
of  Northern  Canada  is  the  only  hos- 
pital in  1,000,000  square  miles.  In 
this  vast  area  there  are  only  6,300 
people — all  Eskimos — of  whom  1,340 
are  Catholic. 


"CANADA  PARTY" 

About  105  former  Europeans,  now 
living  in  the  Halifax  area,  attended  a 
"Canada  Night"  gathering  recently  at 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Residence  at  2 
Tobin  Street.  The  international  gath- 
ering was  attended  by  peoples  of 
many  nationalities,  including  Dutch, 
Italian,  Polish,  Belgian,  Croatians  and 
Irish. 

Purpose  of  the  gathering  was  to  al- 
low recent  arrivals  to  this  country  to 
meet  with  their  fellow-countrymen 
and  discuss  mutual  problems.  Many 
of  the  group  who  attended  the  gath- 
ering met  some  former  friends  whom 
they  had  not  seen  since  leaving  their 
native  lands.  The  evening  began  with 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment, after  which  the  immigrants  en- 
joyed a  social  period  which  included 
dancing  and  a  sing-song.  Refresh- 
ments were  served  by  the  Catholic 
Women's  League. 

A  group  of  those  in  attendance  is 
shown  below;  Bernardo  Di  Libera- 
tore,  Italy;  Mrs.  T.  Maas  and  Rev. 
Father  .1.  Hompes,  Holland;  Miss 
Julia  Hellman,  Poland,  and  John  P. 
Grillet,  formerly  of  Belgium. 


IRELAND  LEADS  MISSION  WORK 

Ireland,  which  has  a  missionary  tra- 
dition unexcelled  by  any  otlier  coun- 
try, is  this  year  making  a  record  fi- 
nancial contribution  to  Catholic  mis- 
sions throughout  the  world.  It  was  an- 
nounced in  Dublin  at  the  half-yearly 
meeting  of  the  Council  of  the  Na- 
tional Society  for  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith  that  Ireland's  1955  offering 
would  total  $100,000.  Ireland's  total 
Catholic  population  is  about  3,000,- 
000. 

Meanwhile  the  meeting  was  in- 
formed that  Ireland  now  has  54  re- 
ligious institutes,  societies  and  congre- 
gations which  today  are  represented 
by  an  estimated  4,870  missionaries 
working  in  foreign  missions.  She  sends 
as  many  priests  to  foreign  missions  as 
she  keeps  at  home.  This  is  all  the 
more  singular  when  it  is  realized  that 
Ireland  has  no  colonies;  hence  there 
are  no  political  or  governmental  in- 
fluences aiding  or  encouraging  such 
missionary  activities.  The  reason  is 
simple:  THE  IRISH  HAVE  THE 
FAITH. 


A  NEW  ASSIGNMENT 

A  Catholic  Information  Bureau  for 
the  Diocese  of  Edmonton  has  been 
opened  in  the  McLeod  Building  of 
that  City.  Sister  Mary  Jackson  has 
charge  of  it  at  present  while  continu- 
ing her  work  with  the  Confraternity  of 
Christian  Doctrine. 


FROM  NEWFOUNDLAND 

Right  Reverend  Monsignor,  Reverend 
Father,  Sisters  and  Friends: 

This  joyous  occasion  of  annual  re- 
union seems  to  me  and  my  compan- 
ions, a  most  opportune  time  for  ten- 
dering to  you  an  expression  of 
heart-felt  thanks.  Our  debt  to  you  is 
overwhelming;  we  cannot,  therefore, 
hope  to  thank  you  adequately,  but  we 
do  want  you  to  know  that  we  are 
deeply  grateful  for  everything  you 
have  done  to  make  life  pleasant  for 
us. 

To  His  Grace,  our  beloved  Arch- 
bishop Skinner,  to  whose  inspiration, 
foresight  and  fatherly  interest  in  our 
welfare,  we  owe  so  many  good  things, 
including  the  presence  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  our  midst,  we  are  extremely 
grateful. 

To  Right  Reverend  Monsignor  Sum- 
mers and  the  other  devoted  priests  of 
the  Cathedral  Staff  who  have  made  at- 
tendance at  Holy  Mass  and  reception 
of  the  Sacraments  so  easy  for  us  dur- 
ing the  year,  and  who  have  honoured 
us  with  their  genial  presence  here 
today,  we  say  a  fervent  "Thank  you". 

To  the  kind  Sisters  of  Service,  who 
have  not  only  rendered  us  every 
service  but  rendered  it  "with  a  smile", 
we  offer  many,  many  thanks.  They  are 
at  one  and  the  same  time  our  "little 
mothers"  and  our  "big  sisters".  It  is 
possible  to  have  comforts  and  con- 
veniences in  an  institution,  a  hotel, 
an  ordinary  boarding  house,  but  it 
takes  the  Sisters  of  Service  to  provide 
that  beautiful  atmosphere  that  makes 
for  us  a  "home";  truly  may  we  say 
that  we  have  a  "home  away  from 
home". 

Once  again  then,  in  my  own  name 
and  on  behalf  of  my  companions, 
"Thank  you,  one  and  all". 
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GO  AND  TEACH  ALL  NATIONS 


BEFORE  the  twelve  Apostles  scattered  to  establish 
the  Church  throughout  the  world.  Our  Lord  said 
to  them:  "All  authority  in  heaven  and  on  earth  has 
been  given  to  Me;  you  therefore  must  go  out,  making 
disciples  of  all  nations  and  baptizing  them  in  the 
name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son  and  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  teaching  them  to  observe  all  the  command- 
ments which  I  have  given  you.  And  behold  I  am 
with  you  all  through  the  days  that  are  coming  until 
the  consummation  of  the  world." 


"This  teaching  office  which  by  Divine  institution 
and  right  belongs  to  the  successors  of  the  Apostles 
under  the  authority  of  the  Roman  Pontiffs",  (Pius 
XII),  is  delegated  by  the  bishops  to  priests  and  to 
all  missionaries  in  the  Church  to  the  end  of  time. 

The  vocation  of  the  Church  is  primarily  to  teach 
the  Gospel — God's  message  to  men.  Her  missionaries 
are  teachers.  The  Sisters  of  Service,  a  missionary 
order,  are  faithful  to  that  command  of  the  Divine 
Master.  They  have  dedicated  themselves  to  the  most 
abandoned  souls.  Like  the  Good  Shepherd  they  are 
ever  searching  for  the  stray  sheep  of  Christ's  flock. 
The  children,  the  lambs  of  this  Flock,  are  their 
special  care. 

During  summer  and  vacation  time  they  go  in  pairs 
into  the  country-side  teaching  catechism  to  the  child- 
ren, preparing  them  for  First  Communion  and  Con- 
firmation. During  these  months  they  live  with 
farmers,  gathering  the  children  around  them,  im- 
parting to  them  Christian  knowledge.  This  work  they 
love,  for  they  realize  that  they  are,  like  the  Apostles, 
"sent  to  teach".  The  classes  are  held  in  the  parish 
church,  in  a  school,  at  a  farmer's  home,  and  at  times 
in  the  sunshine  of  an  open  field.  How  eager  are  these 
children  to  learn  about  the  faith  of  their  baptism! 

To  see  our  Sisters  teaching  the  children  in  the 
open,  under  the  blue  skies  of  our  Western  Prairies, 
is  reminiscent  of  the  Gospels  when  our  Divine  Master 


went  by  the  highways  and  byways  of  Judea  and  Gali- 
lee preaching  the  Kingdom  of  God. 

When  the  summer  season  is  over  and  the  snow 
closes  in  on  the  windswept  prairie,  the  Sisters  reach 
out  to  the  children  through  their  Correspondence 
Course.  The  saving  message  of  Catholic  Doctrine 
goes  by  mail  from  their  houses  in  Regina,  Edmonton 
and  Fargo.  Thousands  of  children  are  enlisted  in 
these  silent  schools.  In  the  silence  of  these  catecheti- 
cal centres  the  Sisters  continue  to  be  missionaries. 
"They  teach"  —  thus  fulfilling  the  precept  of  the 
Master:  "Go  and  teach". 

In  several  dioceses  the  Sisters  are  in  charge  of 
the  Confraternity  of  Christian  Doctrine.  They  orga- 
nize the  laity  to  fulfill  the  great  commandment  given 
to  all,  to  go  and  teach  the  Doctrine.  This  Confra- 
ternity is  one  of  the  most  important  organizations 
in  the  Catholic  Church.  We  may  well  repeat  the 
words  of  Our  Holy  Father:  "It  will  prove  helpful  if 
the  missionaries  wherever  possible,  gather  around 
themselves  qualified  Catholic  laymen  of  outstanding 
character  and  practical  ability,  who  can  take  up  and 
advance  these  works"  (of  bringing  social  order  to 
mission  areas).  (Evangelii  Praecones,  1951.) 

So  at  the  bid  of  the  Master  the  Sisters  have  gone 
and  go  every  day  "to  teach"  that  sacred  Revelation 
God  has  given  us  for  our  eternal  salvation.  Never  has 
the  clear  knowledge  of  our  Christian  beliefs  been  so 
much  needed  as  now.  We  must  know  why  and  what 
we  believe.  What  a  glorious  vocation  to  be  associated 
with  the  missionaries  of  the  Catholic  world! 
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HEADQUARTERS 


RETREAT  AND  PROFESSION 

Following  an  eight-day  retreat  given  by  Rev.  H. 
Dunlop,  O.M.I. ,  of  Ottawa,  three  Sisters  had  the 
happiness  of  making  First  Profession.  Sister  Jeanette 
Kinch,  Tignish,  P.E.I.,  Sister  Frances  Coffey,  To- 
ronto, Ont.,  and  Sister  Marlene  Kennedy,  Carleton 
Place,  Ont.,  pronounced  their  First  Vows  on  Our 
Lady's  Feast  of  the  Presentation,  February  2nd. 
Since  then.  Sister  Kinch  has  gone  to  Winnipeg,  Sister 
Coffey  to  Fargo,  N.D.,  and  Sister  Kennedy  remains 
in  Toronto. 

The  previous  evening,  February  1st,  Father  Daly 
gave  the  habit  to  Miss  Anne  McNally,  Calumet 
Island,  P.Q.,  and  to  Miss  Mary  Sawchuk,  St.  Boni- 
face, Man.  Our  best  wishes  and  prayers  are  extended 
to  these  Sisters  for  their  happiness  and  perseverance. 

A  TOUR  FOR  VOCATIONS 

At  the  invitation  of  His  Excellency  Bishop  Wm.  T. 
MuUoy  of  Covington,  Kentucky,  two  of  our  Sisters, 
Sister  O'Kane  and  Sister  Zink,  left  Toronto  on 
March  6th  to  lecture  in  that  diocese.  Their  subject 
will  be  vocations  to  the  religious  life  in  general  and 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  particular. 

It  would  be  a  privilege  to  receive  aspirants  from 
Kentucky,  and  we  trust  their  venture  will  be  a 
success. 


Kentucky  Bound 
Sister  O'Kane  Sjster  Zink 


WHEN  GOD  CALLS  YOU,  IT  IS  SAFER  TO  WALK  FAST 
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The  Newly  Professed: 

Sister  Kinch 
Sister  Kennedy 
Sister  Coffey 


"SAILING,  SAILING  ..." 

For  the  past  few  Sundays,  Sisters  Phillips,  O'Don- 
nell  and  Denis  have  sailed  Toronto's  lagoons  to 
conduct  catechism  classes  at  Centre  Island.  This 
Island,  once  a  summer  resort  and  picnic  place,  has 
been  invaded  by  City  dwellers  who  had  housing  dif- 
ficulties in  Toronto  and  who  now  make  their  perma- 
nent homes  on  the  Island. 

The  Church  has  met  the  problem  by  appointing  a 
resident  pastor,  Rev.  C.  F.  Wigglesworth,  and  his 
appeal  for  help  with  the  children,  who  must  attend 
Public  School,  has  resulted  in  Sunday  Catechism 
classes.  The  Sisters  have  70  bright  and  responsive 
pupils.  We  shall  let  them  give  their  own  report  on 
activities  there  in  the  next  issue  of  Field  at  Home. 


A  DISTINGUISHED  VISITOR 

We  were  privileged  recently  to  have  a  visit  from 
Very  Reverend  F.  Hawkins,  C.Ss.R.,  of  the  English 
Province  of  the  Redemptorists.  Father  is  Consultor 
General  in  his  Congregation  and  at  present  is  visit- 
ing the  houses  of  the  Toronto  Province  and  its  Vice- 
Province  in  the  West. 

He  showed  a  keen  interest  in  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice, the  missionary  work  initiated  by  two  of  his  con- 
freres, Father  George  Daly  and  the  late  Father 
Arthur  Coughlin. 

Our  good  wishes  follow  Father  Hawkins  in  his 
journeying  across  Canada. 


The  Apostolic  Delegate  Praises 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Immigration  Work 

IN  AN  ADDRESS  given  at  the  Second  Annual  Session  of  the  Catholic  Social  Life  Conference 
held  in  London,  Ontario,  the  Apostolic  Delegate,  Most  Reverend  G.  Panico,  had  this  to  say  of 
our  Sisters'  work  in  immigration: 

"I  especially  desire  to  pay  tribute  to  the  community  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  It  is  meet  and 
just  that  this  community  of  women  is  a  distinctly  Canadian  foundation,  continuing,  in  this  part  of 
the  North  American  continent,  the  work  of  immigrant  aid  performed  earlier  in  another  part 
of  the  continent  by  Saint  Francesca  Cabrini.  Surely  the  good  sair\t  must  ask  many  a  blessing 
upon  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  among  the  immigrants." 


A  MAN  IS  NOT  BETTER  THAN  HIS  CONVERSATION 
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Our  Canadian     Foreign Mission 


ALTHOUGH  1  never  felt  that  my  vocation  was 
to  the  foreign  missions,  it  was  always  one  of 
my  fondest  hopes  that  my  superiors  would  see  fit  to 
assign  me  to  our  Indian  mission  on  Christian  Island. 
At  long  last,  my  dream  came  true,  and  before  I  could 
realize  what  had  happened,  I  was  aboard  the  boat 
which  would  carry  me  across  the  blue  waters  of 
Georgian  Bay  to  that  island  hallowed  by  the  early 
Jesuit  missionaries. 

No  sooner  had  we  arrived  than  we  were  besieged 
by  what  seemed  like  a  whole  tribe  of  Indian  child- 
ren who  had  come  to  visit  us  and,  incidentally,  to 
size  up  the  new  teacher.  About  two  dozen  or  more 
managed  to  find  seats  on  our  brand  new  chesterfield, 
much  to  the  consternation  of  the  Sister  in  charge; 
another  dozen  squatted  on  the  floor,  and  the  rest 
occupied  the  lower  steps  of  the  stairway.  After 
about  ten  minutes  of  questioning  by  the  Sisters  and 
monosyllabic  answering  by  the  children,  we  decided 
that  the  interview  should  end,  so  out  came  the  cookie 
box  and  away  ran  each  little  Indian  munching  a 
vitamin  cookie  supplied  by  the  Government. 


Business  As  Usual 

The  first  day  of  school  was  one  of  pleasant  sur- 
prises. Early  in  the  morning  our  Jesuit  missionary 
arrived  unexpectedly,  and  thus  we  had  the  privilege 
of  assisting  at  Mass  and  of  welcoming  Our  Lord 
into  His  little  chapel  home  to  dwell  with  us  for 
another  year. 

The  children  arrived  attired  in  their  Sunday  best, 
vieing  with  one  another  to  make  a  favourable  im- 
pression. During  the  recitation  of  the  Creed  we 
heard,  "suffered  on  a  bunch  of  violets,  died  and  was 
married"! 

By  way  of  relaxation,  in  the  afternoon  I  was  in- 
troduced to  a  family  of  puppets  which  had  been  made 
by  the  children  during  the  previous  year.  Jock,  the 
bald-headed  chairman,  read  an  address  of  welcome, 
and  then  called  on  aU  the  other  puppets  to  come  out 
and  bow,  as  he  named  each  one  in  turn.  A  very 
lively  jig  followed,  and  lasted  until  the  arms  of  the 
youthful  puppeteers  were  too  tired  to  manipulate  the 
strings  any  longer. 

(Continued  on  Following  Page) 


An  Algonquian  "Irish  Colleen"  ^ 
THE  BETTER  THE  ADVICE  THE  HARDER  IT  IS  TO  TAKE 
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''THOSE  THINGS  .  . 

or 

The  Goblins  of  Christian  Island 


"Ouch,  what  was  that?" 
"Oh,  those  things  ..." 

The  "things"  are  the  ends  of  BX  wire  which  the 
electricians  left  poking  out  of  holes  in  the  walls  and 
ceilings  of  our  house  over  the  week-end.  Yes,  we 
are  being  wired — the  house,  I  mean!  You  would 
think  WE  were  too  from  our  "lit-up"  faces. 

The  "things"  take  on  all  sorts  of  fantastic  shapes. 
The  group  I  am  looking  at  now  is  like  the  two  tusks 
and  trunk  of  an  elephant.  Above  this  is  a  "V"  sign. 
I  hope  that  does  not  mean  victory  for  the  elephant! 
Father  Time's  scythe  is  on  the  ceiling  above  me, 
threatening  to  fall.  Another  group  looks  like  "thumbs 
down",  and  one  so  much  like  "going  my  way"  that 
I  said  "No"! 

It's  rather  spooky  to  walk  around  at  night  and  get 
poked  in  the  back.  Turning  around,  you  find  a  two-, 
three-  or  four-fingered  hand  reaching  out  to  clutch 
your  cap  or  pull  your  hair. 


The  two-legged  creatures,  the  electricians,  directly 
responsible  for  this  set-up,  had  their  own  "party"  in 
the  attic.  The  attic  is  unfinished,  and  the  only  place 
one  is  really  safe  is  in  the  centre  and  along  the  outside 
walls  where  planks  span  a  weak  ceiling.  On  the  outer 
planks  we  had  stored  many  bulky,  unneeded  things, 
and  so,  when  we  were  to  be  wired,  the  outside  walls 
had  to  be  free.  With  all  the  imaginings  one  would 
expect  from  children,  these  over-grown  specimens 
hauled  or  threw  articles  from  the  outside  sections  or 
"Bays",  into  the  "Stream" — the  "Stream"  being  the 
centre  planks.  What  might  have  happened  had  they 
missed,  is  your  guess!  The  leg  of  a  desk  or  the 
comer  of  a  trunk  might  have  had  a  place  on  the 
ceiling  along  with  "Those  Things". 

There  they  are  again!  "Sister,  turn  up  the  lamp! 
They  are  coming  too  close!  And  I  do  want  to  be 
around  when  the  lights  go  on!" 


OUR  CANADIAN  "FOREIGN"  MISSION 

(Continued) 


Welcome  Light 

Perhaps  the  most  important  event  of  the  year  was 
the  coming  of  Hydro  to  the  island.  This  project  had 
been  planned  and  talked  about  for  so  many  years  that 
the  Sisters  were  beginning  to  despair  of  its  ever 
materializing.  The  first  indication  that  work  was 
really  under  way  was  the  arrival  of  the  large,  red 
Hydro  truck.  Then  came  the  laying  of  the  longest 
cable  in  the  history  of  Ontario.  With  lightning  ra- 
pidity, poles  were  erected,  wiring  was  completed,  and 
preparations  were  made  to  celebrate  the  official 
turning  of  the  switch  which  would  bring  the  welcome 
light. 

A  delicious  banquet  of  whitefish  freshly  caught  in 
Georgian  Bay  was  served  by  members  of  the  Home- 
makers'  Club,  while  the  pupils  of  the  two  schools, 
Catholic  and  Protestant,  provided  entertainment.  Our 
little  Judy,  a  dark-skinned  "Irish  colleen",  won  the 
applause  of  all  when  she  appeared  in  her  green  and 
white  costume  and  danced  the  "Irish  Washer- 
woman". 

The  twenty-foot  illuminated  Christmas  tree  which 
was  erected  at  the  entrance  to  the  Community  Hall 
sent  its  beams  of  coloured  light  clear  across  to  the 


mainland  to  announce  the  joyful  tidings  to  our 
friends  on  the  other  side  of  the  Bay  that  electricity 
had  come  to  Christian  Island. 

The  Great  Feast 

In  order  to  foster  a  spirit  of  prayer  among  the 
children,  we  encouraged  them  to  make  spiritual 
bouquets  to  present  to  the  Infant  Jesus  on  His 
birthday.  Accordingly,  on  Christmas  Eve,  the  young- 
sters formed  a  candle-light  procession  and  as  they 
sang  the  familiar  Christmas  carols,  each  one  de- 
posited his  little  hand-decorated  card  at  the  foot  of 
the  Crib.  A  dialogue  Mass  followed,  after  which  all 
repaired  to  the  hall  where  old  and  young  partook  of 
the  traditional  Christmas  banquet.  Santa  Claus 
timed  his  arrival  to  the  minute,  and  it  was  not  long 
before  his  huge  pack  took  on  the  appearance  of  a 
deflated  balloon,  and  the  jolly  old  man  was  on  his 
way  again. 

I  cannot  bring  this  article  to  a  close  without  ex- 
tending our  heartfelt  thanks  to  our  many  kind 
friends  who,  by  their  generous  donations,  made  it 
possible  for  us  to  bring  Christmas  joy  to  these  little 
members  of  Christ's  flock. 
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IT'S  a  long  time  since  "No.  4"  figured  in  print,  but 
we  are  still  here  in  Toronto — on  Wellesley  Place 
— all  ready  to  enter  the  Easter  Parade.  Time  has  not 
been  standing  still  around  here.  Every  moment 
seems  to  be  in  such  a  hurry  to  say  goodbye  to  the 
one  following  it.  It's  an  old  saying,  at  least  where  I 
come  from,  that  the  one  who  made  time  made  lots 
of  it.  But  now  even  time  seems  to  be  caught  up  in  a 
whirl  of  speed  common  to  this  generation. 

Just  before  the  manuscript  was  presented  to  the 
discrimination  of  the  Editor's  red  pencil,  the  last 
speck  of  dust  left  from  the  girls'  pre-Lenten  party 
was  removed.  All  enjoyed  themselves  right  to  the 
very  last  waltz  and  as  the  empty  plates  testified,  to 
the  very  last  sandwich. 

A  skating  party  followed  by  a  spaghetti  supper 
was  January's  contribution  to  the  round  of  activi- 
ties. The  Christmas  holiday  season  had  its  lineup  of 
gala  events  seasoned  with  the  sublimest  of  all  hap- 
penings— the  mystery  of  Christmas  itself.  Before 
that  it  was  the  Toy  Shower  for  the  missions,  wedding 
receptions,  the  Variety  Sale — never  a  dull  moment! 

And  now  we  are  looking  forward  to  a  few  special 
weeks,  stripped  of  festivities  and  marked  by  little 
purple  acts  of  penance  and  self-denial.  May  they 
lead  us  to  a  grand  and  glorious  Easter  resurrection, 
the  forerunner  of  what  we  trust  will  be  ours  for  all 
eternity. 


In  our  house  we  have  a  little  lady  whose  motto 
could  be  "Say  it  with  flowers".  She  has  been  living  on 


our  second  floor  for  years,  many  more  years  than 
anyone  else  in  the  house.  In  fact,  the  companions  of 
her  youth  are  for  the  most  part  grandmothers,  or  at 
least  mothers,  or  religious  of  many  years,  while  she 
is  as  young  and  winsome  as  ever. 

This  little  Lady  is  a  blue  and  white  statue  of 
Heaven's  Queen.  For  years  she  has  reigned  from  her 
pedestal  on  second  floor  at  "No.  4"  and  for  as  many 
years  has  been  receiving  bouquets  of  every  kind. 
Sometimes  it's  a  single  pink  carnation  offered  to  her 
before  it  has  reached  the  dressing  table  of  its  "in- 
tended". Then  it's  a  corsage  which  has  spent  its  first 
perfume  in  some  ballroom  but  is  pleased  to  come 
home  and  end  its  life  at  her  feet.  Very  often  of  late, 
only  her  face  can  be  seen  smiling  through  a  bouquet 
of  red  roses.  Almost  weekly  they  appear.  She  has  us 
wondering!  Where  do  they  come  from?  Hoar  frost, 
snow  and  zero  temperatures  aren't  too  productive  of 
long-stemmed  roses.  Maybe  it's  a  new  romance  and 
Our  Lady  is  helping  to  keep  the  secret. 

If  Our  Lady  is  pleased  with  her  many  flowers  she 
must  be  overjoyed  at  the  variegated  bouquets  of 
Aves  which  go  up  to  her  every  evening.  At  six-forty, 
the  bell  rings  and  the  beads  are  begun.  The  Hail 
Marys  are  announced  in  English,  sometimes  .vith 
a  greenish  accent  maybe,  but  the  Holy  Marys!  They 
come  in  Dutch  and  German,  in  Italian  and  Spanish, 
with  brogues  and  burrs,  and  best  of  all,  no  inter- 
preter is  needed.  The  language  of  prayer  is  more 
universal  than  Esperanto  could  ever  hope  to  be. 
music  to  Heaven's  ears. 


Enjoying  the  New  T.V. 


And  speaking  of  Music!  This  is 
what  greeted  Sister  Superior's  ears 
when  she  came  in  the  other  morn- 
ing. A  little  girl  was  merrily  routing 
the  dust  from  the  front  stairs  to  the 
tune  of  a  ditty  familiar  to  French 
Switzerland.  In  the  hall  a  Dutch 
woman  was  putting  a  truly  Dutch 
shine  On  the  floor — to  words  and 
music,  of  course.  On  the  back  staits 
our  Theresa  was  dangling  precari- 
ously over  the  railing  beating  time 
with  a  duster  and  supplying  her  own 
music.  With  Italy's  sunny  shores  left 
behind  less  than  a  year  ago  it  wasn't 
"The  Maple  Leaf"  she  was  singing 
either. 

Sister  Superior's  agonized  "Please" 
could  have  meant  anything!  "Pleas- 
ed"' instead  of  "Please"  must  have 
been  recorded  in  three  pairs  of  ears, 
not  too  familiar  <$vith  the  English 
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The  Rosary  Hour  "At  No.  4" 


language,  because  on  they  went  with  even  more 
gusto,  and  on  went  Sister  Superior  to  close  the  office 
door  behind  her — tightly! 

Everyone  has  enjoyed  our  new  T.V.  It  was  in- 
stalled just  before  Christmas,  thanks  to  the  efforts 
of  the  girls.  They  began  by  selling  Religious  Christ- 
mas cards  last  fall  and  this  with  a  two-fold  end  in 
view:  To  help  put  Christ  back  into  Christmas  and  to 
begin  a  T.V.  fund.  To  swell  the  fund  the  girls  began 
setting  aside  a  small  sum  each  week.  Results:  many 
beautiful  Christian  Christmas  cards  were  spread  over 


P/O  J.  B.  Tobin,  of  Paynton, 
Sask.,  is  a  former  pupil  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  Correspondence 
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cently from  the  Air  Force  training 
school  at  Moose  Jaw,  and  now  is 
doing  advanced  jet  training  at 
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our  fair  city  and  the  world — because  where  do 
Christmas  cards  stop? — and  we  have  a  T.V. 

To  date  all  the  girls  seem  able  to  come  to  an 
amicable  agreement  as  to  the  programs  to  be 
watched.  There  is  a  wide  variety  of  tastes  ranging 
from  sports  news  to  round  table  conferences  and 
operas.  But  most  of  the  comedies  are  subject  to 
hilarious  acceptance  by  all  if  we  may  judge  from  the 
bursts  of  laughter  accompanying  them.  On  certain 
special  nights  some  of  the  girls  occupy  their  favourite 
chair  immediately  after  dinner  and  sit  the  evening 
out  watching  intently  or  knitting  as  the  shows  are 
interesting  or  indifferent.  All  agree  that  the  evenings 
pass  all  too  quickly.  It  certainly  has  provided  ine.x- 
pensive  entertainment  for  many  of  the  girls  and  their 
friends  who  would  otherwise  be  out  in  search  of 
amusement.  The  amount  of  T.V.  a  date  watches 
while  his  girl  arranges  her  feminine  frills  seems  to  be 
a  good  test  of  the  girl's  punctuality! 

*       *  * 

While  my  ballpoint  is  still  wet — -"Greetings,  Helen! 
Good  Health  and  Hurry  Home!"  Victim  of  a  virus 
infection,  one  of  our  girls  went  to  the  sanitorium  last 
fall,  and  we  are  all  hoping  she  will  be  back  soon.  It's 
not  too  far  away,  so  the  girls  have  been  doing  rather 
a  lot  of  commuting  between  here  and  Weston.  The 
good  old  family  spirit  (fraternal  charity)  really  comes 
to  the  fore  when  there  is  illness  in  the  house. 

Before  our  allotted  space  is  fiUed  maybe  we 
could  appropriate  a  little  line  here  for  a  very  warm 
"Thank  you"  to  our  many  kind  friends — you  who 
made  our  Variety  Sale  not  only  a  possibility  but  a 
decided  success.  So  Thank  you!  Thank  you  (please 
note  the  profound  bow  at  the  second  thank  you).  We 
hope  you  will  be  glad  to  have  us  come  knocking  at 
your  door  next  year^ — same  time,  same  reason! 

But  look  at  the  clock,  it's  almost  tomorrow!  What 
was  that  about  time  flying?  Good-bye  now  and 
Happy  Easter! 
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PEACE  RIVER  PRATTLE 


The  Concert 

THE  MARIAN  YEAR  closes  on  December  8th. 
As  our  school  is  under  the  patronage  of  Our 
Mother  Mary,  the  Immaculate  Conception,  would  it 
not  be  fitting  that  this  year,  instead  of  a  Christmas 
Concert,  we  have  a  Marian  Program?" 

That  was  the  spark  that  started  us  off!  The  evening 
of  December  13th  found  the  pupils  and  teachers  of 
Peace  River  Separate  School  gathered  (a  little  ex- 
citedly perhaps)  behind  closed  stage  curtains  to  ask 
Our  Lady,  in  the  recitation  of  a  fervent  "Ave",  to 
bless  their  efforts  to  make  her  better  known  and 
loved.  The  parish  hall  was  crowded  with  parents 
and  friends  eager  to  witness  the  sincere  efforts  of 
their  "jewels". 

Nothing  could  be  more  touching  than  to  see  the 
wee  ones  of  Grades  One,  Two  and  Three  portray  in 
tableau  the  Joyful  and  Glorious  Mysteries  of  the 
Rosary,  while  classmates  in  choral  speech  told  the 
story  behind  the  Mystery.  With  the  exception  of  a 
Grade  Seven  boy  who  took  the  part  of  the  Risen 
Saviour,  all  the  characters  were  Mrs.  Sheehan's 
primary  pupils.  These  same  children  recited  verses 
for  the  Sorrowful  Mysteries,  but  instead  of  live 
models,  pictures  about  five  feet  by  three  feet,  which 
had  been  drawn  in  pencil  by  a  talented  boy  in  Grade 
Eight,  were  used.  In  turn  each  of  these  was  held  up 
by  the  little  ones  at  the  right  moment.  Without  doubt, 
these  children  will  long  remember  the  vital  part 
they  played  in  depicting  scenes  of  the  Life  of  Our 
Lord. 

The  Intermediate  Room,  under  the  direction  of 
Miss  Stamp,  sang  Christmas  carols,  and  ably  per- 
formed a  radio  play  with  a  Christmas  theme.  Because 
of  the  proximity  of  a  feast  so  well  loved  by  children, 
the  Christmas  numbers  were  a  "must". 

The  Junior  High  School  room  undertook  two  short 
plays  to  honour  Our  Lady.  "The  Woman  of  Promise" 


Recess  on  the  Rink 


was  a  pageant  in  which  types  of  Mary  were  promi- 
nent. Eve,  Sara,  Esther,  and  Judith — Old  Testament 
characters  appropriately  costumed,  traversed  the  his- 
torical events  leading  up  to  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion. Each  compared  the  events  of  her  life  with  that 
of  Mary,  Mediatrix  of  Graces.  A  psalm,  recited  in 
chorus,  gave  praise  to  our  Spotless  Mother.  At  the 
close  of  the  psalm,  the  Blessed  Virgin  spoke  to  her 
children  and  beseeched  them  to  accept  her  guidance 
on  their  way  to  her  Son. 

The  climax  of  the  program  was  a  short  play,  "Our 
Lady  of  Fatima".  Definitely  inspirational,  it  was 
complete  with  thunder,  lightning,  and  a  revolving 
coloured  sun.  Deeply  impressed,  the  audience  was 
hushed  as  the  final  hymn,  "Our  Lady  of  Fatima", 
was  reverently  sung  by  the  entire  class.  It  rang  in  the 
ears  of  all  present  as  a  challenge  to  be  faithful  to  the 
daily  Family  Rosary. 

National  Hockey  League  Aspirants 

January  brought  the  kind  of  weather  most  suit- 
able for  skating.  Father  Bruckert,  O.M.I. ,  and  the 
boys  got  together  to  put  up  a  fence  for  a  rink  on  the 
school  grounds.  Every  recess,  noon  hour,  and  spare 
time  after  school,  the  ice  swarmed  with  swirling 
skaters.  With  an  Ice  Carnival  coming  up,  some  prac- 
tised figure-skating.  Others,  just  beginners,  fell  and 
rose  as  they  bravely  struggled  to  keep  their  balance. 
Certain  hours  were  set  aside  for  HOCKEY  ONLY, 
at  which  times,  with  Father  as  referee,  the  boys 
played  with  a  zest  that  would  equal  any  N.H.L. 
player.  The  rink  has  solved  many  a  problem  for  the 
busy  teachers. 

St.  Valentine  to  the  Fore 

"Sister,  may  we  have  a  skatmg  party  for  St.  Valen- 
tine's Day,  please?"  Who  could  resist  such  a  plea? 
The  ice  was  a  hive  of  activity  from  four-thirty  until 
six-thirty  on  February  14th.  The  two  hours  of  strenu- 
ous exercise  worked  up  appetites 
that  needed  no  coaxing  for  a  second 
or  even  a  third  helping.  Along  with 
spaghetti  and  tomatoes,  there  were 
buttered  rolls,  hot  chocolate  topped 
with  a  marshmallow,  cookies  and 
jello  with  fruit  in  it,  smothered  with 
whipped  cream. 

The  supper  was  served  at  the  con- 
vent, and  after  the  dishes  were 
washed,  the  remainder  of  the  even- 
ing was  spent  in  popping  com  in  the 
open  fireplace,  playing  games,  sing- 
ing and  dancing.  One  mother's  com- 
ment was,  "Sister,  my  daughter  had 
such  a  wonderft^il  time  she  came 
home  with  'stars'  in  her  eyes."  That 
was  reward  enoush! 
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Sean  McGoldrick 


FOR  millions  of  people  across  Canada  it  was  just 
another  bleak  Saturday  in  January.  But  not  so 
for  sixty  or  so  members  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Auxiliary  (SOSA  to  the  initiated)  in  Montreal.  This 
was  the  day  set  aside  for  a  trip  to  St.  Marguerite's 
in  the  Laurentian  Mountains  north  of  the  city. 

About  half  an  hour  after  the  early-rising  Sisters 
bade  "God  speed"  to  the  sixty  girls  and  boys,  the 
two  buses  began  to  move.  The  reason  for  the  delay 
between  farewells  and  the  chorus  "we're  off"  was  to 
be  found  in  what  has  come  to  be  the  SOSA  signa- 
ture tune,  "Has  Anybody  Here  Seen  Kelly".  There's 
always  one  of  them  missing  when  starting  time 
comes  around.  This  time  it  was  Pat! 

Before  she  had  time  to  fall,  breathless,  into  her 
seat  the  crowd  of  snow-seekers  were  on  their  way  to 
the  mountains.  I'm  sure  that  if  the  mountains  had 
known  what  was  coming  they  would  have  gone  on 
a  visit  to  Mohammed. 

They  Were  All  There 

Looking  around  the  buses  it  was  easy  to  see  that 
SOSA  is  made  up  of  a  cross  section  of  what  goes  to 
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make  Canada  tick.  There  were  English,  Scots,  Welsh, 
Germans,  English-speaking  Canadians  and  French- 
speaking  Canadians,  and  as  though  I  could  forget 
that  vocal  section  from  the  land  of  the  leprechaun — 
Irish. 

These  national  groups  were  subdivided  into 
schools  of  thought  on  skiing.  Some  favoured  the 
Norwegian  style,  some  the  Swiss.  The  beginners  were 
neutral  of  course.  There  were  those  who  liked  the 
Christiania  and  the  few  fellows  wearing  red  ties  who 
made  no  secret  of  the  fact  that  they  were  anti- 
Christiania. 

Leprechauns  Ride  the  Skis 

But  when  it  came  to  actual  skiing  the  snow  showed 
no  mercy.  It  proved  that  it  could  bring  all  men  down 
to  its  own  level. 

The  leprechauns  seemed  to  be  having  a  field  day 
on  the  snowy  slopes.  They  persisted  in  pushing  the 
tips  of  the  beginners'  skis  together  until  they  crossed, 
and  the  unfortunate  victims  kissed  the  white  waste. 
There  also  seemed  to  be  an  abominable  snowman 
around  who  got  people  so  tangled  that  it  took  two 
and  sometimes  three  neighbours  to  get  the  unfor- 
tunate untangled  and  back  into  human  shape. 

There  was  one  good  thing  about  the  day — nobody 
got  lost.  When  someone  wandered  off  the  beaten 
track  it  was  easy  to  find  him  from  the  message  left 
behind  in  Morse  code — the  parallel  dashes  of  the 
skis  interspersed  by  rather  large  dots  where  the  law 
of  gravity  asserted  itself  with  a  vengeance. 

A  Welcome  Interlude 

After  beating  the  beautiful  snowy  slopes  into 
unrecognizable  pulp  we  all  decided  to  have  a  snack. 
The  site  for  the  snack  was  the  plush  Alpine  Inn 
where  coffee  costs  20  cents  a  cup  and  they  bring 
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your  change  on  a  silver  plate.  Our  sandwiches  and 
coffee  were  consumed  to  the  music  of  the  hotel  dance 
orchestra.  Some  of  the  group  actually  danced  to  the 
amazement  of  those  who  were  too  tired  to  move  and 
of  others  who  ate  standing  up. 

Outside,  St.  Marguerite's  looked  like  a  Christmas 
greeting  card.  The  pine  trees  were  dusted  with  a 
down  of  snow  that  sparkled  in  the  light  and  every- 
where there  were  colored  lights,  giving  it  a  gay 
warm  atmosphere.  In  the  distance  little  log  cabins 
could  be  picked  out  by  the  lights  shining  in  the 
greying  expanse  of  what  was  earlier  gleaming  snow. 

And  So  to  Bed 

Anyone  who  saw  our  party  on  the  return  trip 
never  would  have  believed  it  was  made  up  of  the 
same  people  who  had  started  out  twelve  hours  be- 
fore, full  of  vigor  and  enthusiasm.  Now,  we  were 
fatigued,  heavy-eyed  and  silent.  On  the  outbound 
trip  we  sang  as  though  tunes  were  just  as  important 
as  gas  to  keep  the  buses  going.  I  have  a  hazy  recol- 
lection that  someone  tried  to  get  a  song  going  on  the 
way  home  but  I  doubt  that  it  got  much  past  three 
lines  or  that  there  was  more  than  one  voice.  I  think 
it  was  a  solo,  but  I  don't  remember  very  well.  Maybe 
it  was  only  a  dream  I  had! 

I  gave  this  article  the  title  "St.  Marguerite's  Re- 
visited" because  a  good  many  of  the  group  did  the 
same  trip  last  year,  and,  God  willing,  we'll  be  back 
again  next  year — if  the  fatigue  has  worn  off  by  then. 

About  Other  Things 

I  don't  want  to  give  the  impression  that  SOSA 
confines  itself  to  a  single  ski  trip  a  year.  Our  active 
association  never  seems  to  tire  of  organizing  func- 
tions that  keep  the  youth  young  and  the  aged  from 
getting  decrepit. 


St.  Marguerite's 
Ireland  Was  Never  Like  This! 


We  have  bowling,  masquerade  balls,  sleigh  rides, 
movie  shows  for  the  missions — and  parties — as 
they're  called  in  Toronto.  And  behind  all  this  is  our 
active  committee  which  is  made  up  of:  Sean  Master- 
son,  President;  Theresa  Fisher,  Vice-president;  Mar- 
garet Kelly,  Secretary;  Val  Dowling,  Treasurer. 

Incidentally,  with  Sister  Superior  and  Sister  Al- 
bury  in  1923  Dorchester  Street,  Montreal,  it's  only 
to  be  expected  that  there  be  music  too.  We  have  a 
mixed  choir  which  has  a  number  of  Gregorian  chant 
Masses  in  hand  and  at  present  we  are  preparing  to 
sing  at  Holy  Week  ceremonies.  But  before  then  we'll 
have  a  sung  Mass  on  Laetare  Sunday. 

Two  days  ago  1  was  being  nudged  to  finish  this 
and  now  I'm  being  literally  pushed.  Sister  Superior 
is  the  culprit  but  Sister  Tunney  is  aiding  and  abet- 
ting. Sister  Tunney  is  the  literary  fiend  in  1923— 
publisher,  managing  editor  and  general  "getter-out" 
of  the  "Dorchester  Dottings". 

We  call  her  "Adeline  More"  but  now  she  wants 
me  to  cut  it  short.  I  did. 

— Sean  McGoldrick. 


VILNA  VIEWS 

And  News  of  a  Rural  Hospital 

The  Village  has  been  humming  with  activity  for 
the  past  three  months.  Two  diggers  of  Borger  Bro- 
thers Construction  Company,  a  bulldozer  and  tractor 
have  been  keeping  things  moving  and  the  earth  un- 
settled underfoot.  The  water  and  sewage  project  was 
put  to  a  plebiscite  by  the  people  about  a  year  ago 
and  the  result  was  that  76%  voted  for  the  installa- 
tion of  the  water-works.  Before  the  vote  was  taken, 
to  insure  the  people  that  it  would  be  possible  to  have 
water,  a  well  was  drilled.  This  was  necessary  pri- 
marily because  the  new-found  water  would  have  to 
be  analyzed  for  chemical  properties  and  be  approved. 
The  second  well  site  was  successful.  A  test  at  the  end 
of  a  24-hour  period  showed  a  reading  of  33  gallons 
of  water  a  minute  and  the  water  table  in  the  well  was 
stabilized  at  14  feet  from  the  surface. 

Naturally,  the  Hospital  is  included  in  this  added 
asset  of  the  Village.  It  will  be  a  relief  to  know  that 
it  is  not  our  well  that  is  at  fault,  should  there  be  no 
pressure  in  the  water  taps  when  water  is  urgently 
needed  in  the  Hospital.  However,  our  private  supply 
will  be  retained  "just  in  case  there  is  a  water 
shortage". 

It  is  hoped  that  with  the  completion  of  the  water 
and  sewage  project,  more  young  families  will  be 
interested  in  settling  in  Vilna,  to  make  it  a  prosperous 
Alberta  settlement. 

(Continued  on  Page^l6) 
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THIRTEEN 


A  Princess 
in  De^ 

by  A  SISTER  PORT  WORKER  IN  HALIFAX 


WE  have  just  met  one  of  the  richest  persons  in 
the  world.  Disguised  in  the  most  ordinary  of 
clothes,  no  one  at  a  casual  glance  would  have  sus- 
pected the  truth.  And  from  a  few  minutes  after  com- 
ing down  the  gangplank  until  the  train  pulled  out 
taking  her  to  Ontario,  we  were  privileged  to  ac- 
company her.  We  were  even  fortunate  enough  to 
obtain  a  photograph  autographed  in  her  own  hand, 
without  waiting  in  line,  for  none  of  the  usual  curi- 
osity seekers  were  aware  of  her  arrival.  Let  us 
tell  you  about  her. 

She  was  rather  short,  and  in  her  dark  coat  and 
black  kerchief  looked  like  a  living  silhouette  against 
the  whiteness  of  the  Immigration  Hall  walls.  Her 
hair,  or  what  one  could  see  of  it,  was  rather  thin  and 
grey,  pulled  tightly  away  from  a  pale  yet  not  colour- 
less face.  Her  mouth  had  become  slightly  crooked 
from  the  lack  of  all  but  two  teeth  on  the  lower  left 
jaw.  Her  face,  though  somewhat  lined,  had  all  the 
serenity  of  her  sixty-eight  years.  From  this  setting 
her  eyes  looked  out,  dark  and  alive  and  strangely 
compelling,  sometimes  speaking  so  eloquently  that 
there  was  little  need  for  words.  The  fingers  of  her 
broad  hands  were  short  and  showed  signs  of  toil, 
though  they  moved  quickly  for  her  years.  Of  her 
great  wealth  she  spoke  not  at  all,  but  what  she  did 
say  only  confirmed  us  more  in  that  opinion. 

Like  all  others,  rich  and  poor,  she  too  was  sub- 
jected to  the  customs  examination.  Here  again  her 
luggage  was  not  conspicuous  except  that  it  was  just 
a  bit  shabbier  than  that  of  the  other  passengers.  Two 
small  suitcases,  frightfully  old  and  worn,  tied  about 
with  stout  cord,  was  all  the  baggage  she  claimed.  As 
we  assisted  in  opening  the  cases  for  examination,  the 
contents  were  revealed  and  could  never  be  associated 
with  great  wealth.  A  few  plain  dresses,  a  worn  pair 
of  shoes,  some  meagre  toilet  articles,  a  half  dozen 
hard  European  rolls  and  three  oranges  saved  from 
the  ship,  comprised  her  total  declared  possessions. 
In  one  hand  she  carried  a  well-worn  black  purse, 
and  on  her  arm  hung  a  home-made  draw-string  bag. 

Twice,  she  told  us,  she  had  suffered  a  great  loss, 
but  she  had  only  used  these  as  a  means  of  acquiring 


uise 


still  greater  possessions.  Clearly  and  softly — almost 
meditatively — she  spoke  her  native  tongue  with  a 
strength  one  felt  rather  than  heard. 

Because  we  wished  to  learn  more  about  her  life, 
we  stayed  to  chat  with  her  after  seeing  her  onto  the 
train.  While  she  sipped  orangeade  from  a  paper  cup 
into  which  she  had  dropped  one  of  the  rolls  ("To 
soften,"  she  said,  "for,  with  these  two  teeth  I  can't 
chew  anything  hard."),  she  told  us  her  story. 

Life  had  been  peaceful  and  prosperous  enough 
for  her  until  her  husband  died  and  her  only  son  had 
been  killed  in  the  war.  Then  came  the  Reds,  who 
took  her  possessions.  Yet  they  could  not  take  all! 
Through  the  kindness  of  a  friend  near  the  border 
territory  she  had  escaped  to  a  camp.  Here  she  had 
begun  to  work  at  the  only  means  of  existence  left 
to  her.  From  early  morning  till  late  at  night  she  sat 
spinning  until  there  were  times  she  could  not  sleep 
for  her  great  fatigue.  Reaching  into  her  bag  she  drew 
out  a  well-worn  picture  of  the  Holy  Family,  on  which 
Our  Lady  is  depicted  as  she  sits  spinning  in  St. 
Joseph's  workshop.  "See,"  she  said,  "I  have  worked 
just  as  Our  Lady  did  and  many  times  I  have  looked 
at  this  picture  as  I  tried  to  make  my  work  a  prayer 
as  Hers  was.  As  I  spun  I  offered  all  for  the  Mis- 
sionaries in  Red  countries  especially  my  own,  for 
other  Franciscan  Tertiaries,  for  the  Sisters  and  Priests 
suffering  in  my  homeland  and  in  the  whole  world, 
and  for  all  the  Souls  suffering  in  Purgatory." 

Bit  by  bit  she  had  saved  the  money  for  the  journey 
to  her  daughter  who  had  left  for  Canada  more  than 
twenty  years  before,  just  one  day  after  being  married. 
Here  with  her  only  remaining  kin  she  would  at  last 
find  a  home,  for  although  her  daughter  had  not  been 
able  to  supply  the  money  for  her  passage,  she  would 
welcome  her  and  care  for  her  the  remainder  of  her 
life. 

"I  went  alone  by  train  to  the  port  of  embarkation, 
as  I  could  not  pay  the  fare  of  anyone  to  come  with 
me."  We  could  easily  believe  her  when  she  said  that 
from  the  youngest  to  the  oldest,  all  had  been  in  tears 

(Continued  on  Page  15) 


BEFORE  THE  AGE  OF  REASON  MEN  TOOK  EVERYTHING  FOR  GRANITE 


FOURTEEN 


THE    FIELD    AT  HOME 


APRIL.  1955 


''DID  SHE  SMILE 

JUST  A  LITTLE?" 


I THINK  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  has  a  sense 
of  humour.  Just  read  this  and  I  think  you  will 
agree  with  me. 

At  noonday,  on  a  fine,  cool  Saturday  in  spring,  a 
battered  old  car  came  to  a  sudden  stop  in  front  of  the 
Winnipeg  Club.  The  occupants,  two  grimy  young 
men  with  several  days'  growth  of  beard  and  two 
white-faced,  weary-looking  young  women  climbed 
stiffly  out  and  stood  looking  at  the  house. 

A  Sister  who  happened  to  be  working  near  one  of 
the  front  windows  watched  them  as  they  opened  the 
gate  and  made  their  way  toward  the  entrance,  and 
said  to  herself:  "They're  at  the  wrong  place  for  sure." 
She  answered  the  ring  of  the  door  bell,  prepared  to 
direct  them  elsewhere,  but  as  it  happened  she 
changed  her  mind. 

Apparently  the  travellers  were  prepared  for  the 
slightly  suspicious  expression  on  Sister's  face,  and 
before  uttering  a  word,  one  of  the  lads  handed  her 
an  envelope.  Sister  drew  out  the  small  card  it  con- 
tained and  to  her  surprise  she  found  herself  looking 
into  the  pleading  eyes  of  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual 
Help.  Then  Helmut,  one  of  the  group,  tried  to  ex- 
plain in  his  broken  English,  why  they  were  seeking 
help — and  why  in  particular  at  a  girls'  residential 
club.  He  and  his  male  companion,  Rudolf,  had  come 
over  together  from  Germany,  a  year  before.  The 
Sister  who  met  them  at  the  dock  in  Halifax  had 
given  each  of  them  a  picture  of  Our  Mother  of  Per- 
petual Help,  saying  to  them:  "Keep  it  always.  You 
will  need  it  on  many  occasions  for  Our  Mother  of 
Perpetual  Help  is  indeed  a  mother  to  those  who  turn 
to  her."  Then  looking  beseechingly  at  Sister,  he 
said:  "We  sure  need  help  now."  What  could  Sister 
do  but  invite  the  wayfarers  in  and  hear  the  rest  of 
their  story,  as  I  am  telling  it  to  you. 

Four  Wanderers 

After  their  arrival  in  Canada  the  two  lads  began 
work  in  Montreal,  and  within  a  year  had  tried  a 
dozen  or  more  jobs,  including  paper-hanging,  cook- 
ing, digging  ditches,  working  in  factories,  and  mak- 
ing ice-cream.  But  as  they  were  always  extra  help 
and  could  not  speak  the  language  easily,  they  were 


the  first  to  be  laid  off  when  work  grew  slack. 

The  two  girls,  also  immigrants,  came  into  their 
lives  at  this  time,  and  Helmut  and  Irene  agreeing 
that  the  married  state  was  meant  for  them,  were 
soon  united  in  the  holy  bonds  of  Matrimony.  Rudolf 
and  Matilda  decided  to  wait  until  their  financial  con- 
dition improved  before  following  the  example  of  their 
two  friends.  When  an  opportunity  of  getting  work  in 
a  lumber  camp  in  British  Columbia  presented  itself, 
the  four  of  them  packed  their  belongings  in  an  old 
car  and  with  a  bare  $130.00  among  them,  set  out 
on  the  unfamiliar  highway,  across  Canada. 

Disillusionment 

The  lonely  stretches  of  Northern  Ontario  were  an 
unpleasant  revelation  to  them.  Tribulation  in  the 
form  of  car  trouble  that  occurred  with  disturbing 
frequency  often  forced  them  to  have  recourse  to  the 
help  of  a  garage  mechanic,  and  caused  the  depletion 
of  an  already  scanty  supply  of  cash,  until  finally  they 
had  nothing  left. 

The  fatigue  and  other  discomforts  of  the  trip  were 
beginning  to  tell  upon  the  health  of  the  young  wife, 
and  when  the  group  reached  Winnipeg  on  a  dreary 
Friday  night  the  worried  husband,  much  sobered  by 
responsibility,  begged  the  police  to  find  a  place  for 
them  to  stay.  The  pohce  did  their  best,  but  no  re- 
spectable landlord  could  find  room  for  them,  and  the 
young  people  couldn't  bring  themselves  to  accept  the 
hospitality  of  the  police  cells. 

It  went  down  to  34  degrees  below  zero  that  night 
while  the  four  of  them  sat  through  the  weary  hours 
in  an  unheated  car,  tightly  hemmed  in  by  household 
wares  and  personal  belongings.  Morning  found  them 
cold,  hungry,  exhausted,  discouraged  and  friendless 
in  this  big  city  of  350,000  souls. 

In  desperation,  the  young  men  went  about  the 
city  looking  for  work  but  again  misfortune  dogged 
their  steps  for  with  the  five-day  week  in  force,  no 
employment  could  be  found  anywhere  on  a  Saturday. 

Our  Lady  to  the  Rescue 

It  was  a  very  perplexed  and  downcast  four  who 
sat  in  the  car  wondering  what  wouW  become  of  them. 
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Then  Helmut  put  his  hand  into  his  breast  pocket  and 
drew  out  the  picture  of  Our  Blessed  Mother.  The 
words  of  the  Sister  at  the  port  came  back  to  him: 
"She  is  indeed  a  mother  to  those  who  turn  to  her." 
For  the  first  time  he  studied  with  interest  the  ad- 
dresses of  the  Sisters  of  Service  houses  that  were 
listed  on  the  reverse  side.  "Girls'  Residential  Club, 
62  Hargrave  Street".  It  did  not  sound  very  promis- 
ing for  a  group  like  them  but  Rudolf  spoke  up:  "Let's 
take  the  picture  and  go  there."  "Yes,  let's,"  said  they 
all,  and  with  a  little  spark  of  hope  still  glowing, 
they  set  out  again  across  the  city. 

And  this  is  why  I  think  Our  Lady  has  a  sense  of 
humour.  For  that  very  day  the  housecleaning  at  62 
Hargrave  had  been  finished  and  the  Sisters  had  de- 
cided that  since  all  the  beds  were  filled  they  could 
accept  no  more  girls  for  the  present.  It  did  seem  as 
if  Our  Lady  murmured  to  herself  with  a  twinkle  in 
her  eye:  "Is  that  so?" 

^  ^  ^ 

While  the  girls  in  residence  were  at  lunch  in  the 
dining  room,  the  men  were  given  a  comer  of  the 
laundry  in  which  to  remove  some  of  the  grime  of 
travel,  and  a  place  was  found  for  the  girls  in  the 
sewing  room.  Then,  as  the  dining  room  was  empty- 
ing, four  tired  travellers  sat  down  to  the  first  good 
meal  they  had  had  in  days.  In  the  afternoon  the 
girls  went  to  bed,  while  the  men  did  some  odd  jobs 
about  the  house,  until  a  room  was  found  for  them 
not  too  far  away  from  the  Club. 

After  Mass  at  the  Cathedral  on  Sunday,  they 
spent  the  day  quietly  at  the  Club  and  were  still  there 
on  Monday,  for  the  Sisters  would  not  let  them  con- 


The  Wanderers 


tinue  the  journey  until  the  sick  wife  had  seen  a 
doctor  and  the  other  young  lady  had  an  opportunity 
of  washing  and  ironing  the  soiled  apparel  of  the 
group. 

The  extra  day  of  relaxation  did  them  all  good  and 
gave  them  a  chance  to  reconsider  their  decision  to 
go  on  to  the  Coast.  The  good  priest  in  charge  of  the 
Catholic  Immigration  Society  was  able  to  find  satis- 
factory work  and  accommodation  for  them  not  far 
from  the  city. 

It  was  a  happy  quartet  that  entered  the  dining 
room  that  last  evening,  for  they  were  to  leave  early 
the  next  morning  for  their  new  home.  As  they  took 
their  places  at  the  table  the  sweet  voices  of  a  group 
of  girls,  singing  the  customary  evening  hymn  to  Our 
Lady,  floated  through  the  house.  Was  it  entirely  by 
accident  that  they  chose  to  sing  on  that  particular 
night,  "Star  of  the  Sea"?  In  any  case  it  was  most 
appropriate,  and  as  the  voices  pleaded:  "Earth's 
lonely  exiles  for  succor  are  calling",  I  think  we  all 
realized  how  privileged  we  were  to  have  been  se- 
lected by  Our  Mother  of  Perpetual  Help  to  do  a 
little  service  for  these  young  exiles  far  from  their 
earthly  as  well  as  their  heavenly  home. 


A  PRINCESS  IN  DISGUISE 

(Continued  from  Page  13) 

the  morning  of  her  departure  from  the  camp.  They 
would  miss  her  so  much,  and  they  worried  about 
who  would  look  after  her  when  she  landed  in  this 
strange  land,  among  a  strange  people  and  a  strange 
language.  "I  told  them  God  is  everywhere  and 
would  surely  look  after  me,  as  He  has,  always.  If 
only  they  could  see  me  now,  and  know  that  He  sent 
you  Sisters  to  help  me  with  everything." 

As  we  talked,  the  many  Italian  children  gathered 
round,  and  though  they  could  not  understand  her 
language  one  could  feel  the  binding  tie  of  the  heart. 
They  put  their  arms  around  her,  looking  up  into  her 
face  and  fingering  the  well  worn  beads  in  her  lap,  or 
kissing  the  Holy  pictures  which  were  tucked  into  her 
worn  prayer-book.  Two  young  Italian  men  said  they 
would  look  after  her  cases  and  see  her  safely  from 
one  train  to  another  in  Montreal.  All  the  way  over, 
she  told  us,  they  had  been  so  kind  to  her,  and  though 
she  could  not  understand  them,  she  knew  they  were 
good  boys  as  she  saw  them  at  daily  Mass,  and  the 
evening  devotions  to  Our  Lady  of  Fatima.  To  them 
she  was  like  their  own  mothers,  and  they  eagerly 
sought  opportunities  of  helping  her. 

And  so  we  left  her  to  travel  safely  with  them,  this 
woman  who,  while  possessing  little  "possessed  all 
things".  The  compelling,  radiant  "all"  which  could 
only  belong  to  a  true  subject  of  the  King  of  Kings. 
Gold  and  silver  she  had  none,  yet  one  could  not  deny: 
here  indeed  was  one  of  the  richest  persons  we  have 
ever  met — a  princess  in  disguise. 


A  FINAL  MINUTE  OF  SUCCESSFUL  LIVING  CAN  WIPE  OUT  YEARS  OF  FAILURE 
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Peace^  Peace  .  .  . 

"Out  in  the  Great  Northwest, 
Way  out  in  the  Great  Northwest ..." 


THE  old  crank-gramophone  roared  out  the  tune  in 
a  quaint  farm  house  on  the  Atlantic  Coast.  It  was 
a  quarter  of  a  century  ago.  Little  did  I  dream  then, 
as  I  rocked  to  and  fro  and  listened  wide-eyed  to  the 
great  Western  tales,  that  I  was  unknowingly  prepar- 
ing for  my  future  life,  and  that  one  day  I  would  be 
called  to  work  for  souls  "Out  in  the  Great  North- 
west". 

Yes,  here  I  am  in  that  beautiful  and  picturesque 
valley-town  of  Peace  River.  Now,  after  twenty  years 
in  religious  life,  I  can  truly  say  that  I  have  reached 
"Peace".  I  arrived  just  in  time  to  see  the  old  year 
out  and  the  New  Year  in. 

I  received  a  cold  reception  on  my  first  day  at 
school.  The  automatic  oil  furnace  must  have  known 
it  was  holiday  time,  for  it  refused  to  work.  The  ther- 
mometer registered  its  minimum,  but  the  chill  soon 
left  the  air  when  twelve  smiling  youngsters  greeted 
the  new  teacher  with  a  bright  and  gay  "Good  morn- 
ing, Sister". 

Until  the  plumber  arrived  and  while  he  worked  on 
the  furnace  we  played  all  the  action  games  we  knew. 
These  had  a  two-fold  purpose — they  kept  us  warm 
and  got  us  acquainted,  so  much  so  that  one  little 
girl  on  being  asked  by  her  mother  how  she  liked  the 
new  Sister,  replied,  "She  is  good  to  play  with,  but  I 
think  she  is  going  to  be  cross  in  school."  I  believe 
educators  today  would  term  that  self-expression! 


JESUIT  BILLETIS  PAYS  TRIBUTE 
TO  THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

The  spring  issue  of  the  Jesuit  Seminary  Bul- 
letin just  published,  under  the  caption  of  "At 
Halifax  Harbour",  has  this  to  say  about  the 
Sisters'  work: 

"From  Father  DesLauriers,  and  his  two 
wonderful  assistants,  Sister  Dulaska  and  Sister 
Kelly,  the  future  Canadians  will  receive  the 
first  warmth  of  a  Canadian  welcome,  spoken 
not  in  English,  but  in  his  own  native  tongue. 
Germany  was  his  homeland?  Sister  Kelly  speaks 
German  fluently.  Was  his  home  in  central  or 
eastern  Europe?  Sister  Dulaska,  with  her  smil- 
ing mastery  of  eight  European  languages,  is 
ready  to  be  of  assistance.  From  Italy,  Spain, 
France?  Father  DesLauriers  is  ready  to  ex- 
change greetings,  answer  questions,  solve  diffi- 
culties, spiritual  and  temporal." 


Saint  Luke  would  say  "The  children  of  this  world 
are  wiser  in  their  generation  than  the  children  of 
light". 

The  second  day,  I  thought  the  tables  had  turned 
for  it  seemed  that  instead  of  the  Grade  Ones  learn- 
ing new  words  the  teacher  might  acquire  a  few 
that  one  would  not  find  in  a  dictionary.  It  all  hap- 
pened at  recess.  A  little  lad  rushed  in  all  excited  and 
yelled  out: 

"Sister,  Jigger  swore!" 

"No,  surely  not!  What  did  he  say?" 

"O  Sister,  I  can't  tell  you!  I  gave  up  swearin',  but 
it  was  awful  bad  swearin'.  I  used  to  say  it.  It  w-a-a-s-s 
— ShaU  I  say  it?" 

"Maybe  you  had  better  not  since  you  gave  it  up. 
And  I  think  it  would  be  a  good  thing  if  Jigger  gave 
it  up  too,  don't  you?  Do  you  think  he  will  do  that?" 

"Oh  yes,  I'll  tell  him!" 

"Jigger",  by  the  way,  is  a  nickname  for  Joseph 
who  is  six  years  old,  so  probably  hasn't  reached  the 
age  of  reason!  Since  then  there  have  been  no  further 
counts  against  him!  The  teacher,  however,  is  begin- 
ning to  realize  that  there  is  still  so  much  to  learn, 
that  a  pioneer  country  is  a  new  and  different  country, 
and  that  the  "Peace"  presents  a  lure  and  a  challenge. 
She  has  succumbed  to  the  charm  of  "The  Great 
Northwest". 

VILNA  VIEWS 

(Continued  from  Page  12) 

Ladies'  Auxiliary 

The  women  of  the  Auxiliary  have  come  fortli 
again  with  a  donation  to  the  Hospital.  A  crib  for 
the  children's  ward  has  been  their  gift  and  they  are 
eagerly  working  towards  the  purchase  of  a  new 
stretcher.  Every  year  these  women  have  contributed 
generously,  not  only  with  financial  assistance  but 
with  their  moral  support.  Their  valuable  time  and 
energy  have  been  donated  to  any  undertaking  spon- 
sored by  the  Hospital. 

Most  of  the  women  have  sewing  machines,  so 
they  have  taken  on  the  project  of  stitching  up  some 
garments  for  the  little  folks.  Many  hands  make  light 
work.  The  Vilna  Auxiliary  has  duly  earned  the  repu- 
tation of  being  one  of  the  most  active  Hospital 
Auxiliaries  in  the  Province  of  Alberta. 

We  were  also  the  recipients  of  a  cash  donation 
from  a  group  of  women  of  Spedden.  An  8  x  10 
cassette  was  needed  for  the  X-ray  department,  so  we 
were  able  to  use  the  gift  profitably  for  this  equip- 
ment. 


THE  DEVIL  URGES  MODERNS  TO  MARRY  IN  HASTE  AND  REPEAT  AT  LEISURE 
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CHILDREN'S  SHEPHERD.  By  Kathleen  Burton. 
P.  J.  Kenedy  &  Sons  (McClelland  &  Stewart 
Limited,  25  Hollinger  Road,  Toronto  16,  Ont.) 
$4.25. 

Father  John  Christopher  Drumgoole's  great  love 
for  children  and  his  faith  in  Providence  through  St. 
Joseph  led  to  the  establishment  of  the  Newsboys' 
Home  in  New  York  and  of  the  Mission  of  the  Im- 
maculate Conception,  or  Mount  Loretto,  on  Staten 
Island.  He  pioneered  many  of  the  present-day  meth- 
ods of  child-care  and  vocational  training,  and  in  his 
short  priestly  career,  rescued,  housed,  loved,  and 
guided  thousands  of  homeless  children. 

All  this  is  told  in  "Children's  Shepherd"  in  almost 
flawless  style  but  the  recounting  of  these  achieve- 
ments somewhat  overshadows  the  personality  of 
Father  Drumgoole.  He  himself  wrote  his  epitaph 
when  he  said:  "Any  man  who  takes  over  a  work  like 
this,  even  if  he  has  deep  piety  and  zeal  and  learn- 
ing, will  not  succeed  unless  he  has  also  love  of  child- 
ren and  sympathy  with  them". 

*        *  * 

OF  SUCH  IS  THE  KINGDOM-  Young  Friends  of 
God".  Geo.  A.  Pflaum,  Publisher,  Inc.,  38  West 
Fifth  Street,  Dayton  2,  Ohio.  J  955.  Full  color. 
Single  copy — 15  cents;  on  orders  for  20  or  more — 
10  cents  each.  Postpaid. 

"Of  Such  is  the  Kingdom"  relates  the  timeless 
stories  of  the  newly-canonized  St.  Dominic  Savio,  of 
St.  Maria  Goretti,  St.  Agnes,  St.  Gemma  Galgani, 
and  St.  Stanislaus  Kostka.  it  is  a  "picture-story  book 
of  young  saints"  with  an  exceptionally  instructional 
and  inspirational  value  in  the  eff'ective  use  of  this 
powerful  technique  for  the  communication  of  ideas. 


The  script  is  written  by  Mary  Fabyan  Windeatt,  the 
well-known  hagiographer  for  children,  and  the  illus- 
trations are  by  Mary  Bailey.  "Of  Such  is  the  King- 
dom" follows  "Behold  the  Handmaid"  and  "The 
World  is  His  Parish"  in  a  new  series  of  children's 
periodicals  published  by  the  above  firm. 

*        *  * 

EDEL  QUINN.  By  H.  E.  Mgr.  Leon-Joseph  Suenens. 
Published  by  Concilium  Legionis,  De  Montfort 
House,  North  Brunswick  St.,  Dublin,  Ireland. 
Price  7s.  6d.  per  copy,  post  free.  Reduced  price 
to  Legion  Councils  of  25  or  over.  No  Canadian  or 
American  price  quoted.  Available  through  Cam- 
pion Book  Shop,  Montreal. 

The  sub-title  of  this  Biography  is  "A  Heroine  of 
the  Apostolate",  and  Edel  Quinn  was  surely  that. 
Sent  from  Ireland  as  the  Envoy  of  the  Legion  of 
Mary  in  Africa,  she  gave  herself  so  completely  to 
her  work  that  she  has  become  a  legendary  figure  in 
that  country  and  a  shining  example  of  zeal  and  holi- 
ness to  Legionaries  throughout  the  world. 

Harrassed  by  illness  and  given  up  by  doctors,  she 
nevertheless  displayed  superhuman  courage  and  com- 
plete self-forgetfulness  in  her  desire  to  draw  souls  to 
Christ.  The  Queen  of  the  Legion  was  her  inspiration, 
and  for  her  she  travelled  alone  the  paths  of  Africa, 
through  towns  and  villages,  jungle  paths  and  swamps. 
She  was  to  die  there  in  1944,  a  "graduate"  of  that 
school  of  Marian  spirituality  dedicated  to  the  service 
of  the  apostolate — the  Legion  of  Mary. 

This  book,  written  originally  in  French,  has  been 
translated  into  English,  Dutch,  Spanish,  Chinese, 
Japanese,  Korean  and  Slovak.  The  typography  of  the 
English  edition  could  be  greatly  improved. 


V^ORTH  NOTING 

Going  over  the  files  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  for  the  last  few  years  I  have  remarked  with  great 
pleasure  how  frequently  we  were  remembered  by  "priests"  in  their  last  Will.  This  indeed  is  a  very 
encouraging  sign  of  the  benefits  the  Church  derives  from  our  work  among  the  most  abandoned. 
Priests  consider  their  Wills  in  the  light  of  eternity.  The  Church  whom  they  have  served  so  well 
and  so  generously  is  given  also  prime  consideration.  As  the  Sisters  of  Service  Institute  is  par- 
ticularly dedicated  to  the  home  mission  field  in  our  own  dear  country,  it  is  but  natural  that  the 
priest  looks  upon  them  as  the  shock  troopers.  They  know  that  the  revenue  of  our  httle  Institute 
is  not  much  and  gladly  they  come  to  our  assistance  in  their  Last  Wills. 

I  feel  these  gifts  of  priests  to  the  Sisters  of  Service  most  gratifying  and  noteworthy.  I  hope 
and  pray  that  our  little  missionaries  will  always  prove  themselves  worthy  of  the  trust  the  clergy 
have  placed  in  them,  which  is  manifested  in  their  last  Wills.  — G.D. 
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TO  MARY  OUR  QUEEN 

and  to  her 

SAINTED  CONSORT 
ST.  JOSEPH 

this  present  issue  is 
lovingly  and  gratefully  dedicated 
by 

THE  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 


EDirORlAL 


THE  "NEW  LOOK 


THE  "FIELD  AT  HOME"  is  the  voice  of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  The  first  copy 
was  issued  in  1924,  two  years  after  the  foundation  of  the  Community.  That 
voice  was  then  hke  that  of  a  new-born  babe — feeble,  hardly  audible.  From  1924 
to  1928,  the  "Field  at  Home"  was  an  eight-page  leaflet.  It  is  most  interesting  to 
follow  through  these  years  the  expansion  of  the  new-born  Comlmunity  and  its 
struggle  for  existence.  Pioneering  is  always  exhilarating. 

In  1929,  when  the  future  seemed  to  be  assured,  the  "Field  at  Home"  maga- 
zine grew  in  importance.  This  new  venture  was  modelled  on  the  "Field  Afar" — 
the  great  missionary  magazine  of  the  Maryknollers.  It  carried  our  message  of 
"Service"  to  all  parts  of  Canada  and  even  found  its  way  across  the  border  into 
the  United  States.  It  was  never  a  paying  proposition,  but  it  helped  to  keep  our 
purpose  before  the  public  and  to  foster  vocations. 

The  present  issue  has  the  "New  Look",  now  so  much  in  evidence  in  the 
publication  field.  Time  brings  changes.  To  follow  the  present  trend  in  the  print- 
ing field  is  to  keep  young  and  susceptible  to  progressive  thought  and  prevailing 
ideas.  Our  message  remains  the  same,  but  the  forjn  of  its  presentation  will,  we 
hope,  prove  more  attractive  to  our  friends  and  readers. 

.  To  awaken  the  conscience  of  our  fellow-Catholics  to  the  responsibility 
"  they  owe  to  the  Church  in  our  great  Home  Field  has  been  our  primary  concern. 
But  to  do  the  work,  labourers  are  needed.  What  the  Institute  now  needs  most  is 
vocations.  We  hope  that  our  magazine  will  have  a  special  appeal  to  our 
mission-minded  youth. 

We  wish  to  quote  here  an  article  by  Reverend  John  Martin,  of 
MaryknoU,  that  appeared  in  the  Denver  "Register".  The  important  part  that  the 
Catholic  press  can  play  in  promoting  and  developing  vocations  is  brought  out  by 
Father  Martin. 

FAILURE  IS  WHEN  YOU  FAIL  TO  KEEP  ON  TRYING 
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"Through  the  years,"  he  says,  "the  Maryknoll  Fathers  have  always 
given  questionnaires  to  the  candidates  who  enter  Maryknoll  and  we  have 
found  that  the  great  percentage  of  all  our  vocations  have  come  to  us  through 
the  'Maryknoll'  magazine.  So  much  so  that  we  would  say  that  the  'Mary- 
knoll' magazine  is  the  Life-line  of  our  Society." 

"Over  the  past  40  years,  we  have  kept  an  accurate  check  on  vocations, 
and  the  magazine  is  the  means  by  which  many  youths  were  attracted  to 
Maryknoll.  The  major  percentage  of  our  men  come  to  us  through  the 
magazine." 

"We  know  from  other  sources  that  the  Maryknoll  magazine  has  been 
the  means  that  attracted  countless  other  youths  to  serve  as  priests  in  other 
fields  at  home  and  in  religious  communities.  We  feel  that  the  'Maryknoll' 
magazine  is  an  outstanding  promoter  in  the  U.S.  of  vocations  to  the  priest- 


As  this  new  edition  goes  to  the  public,  we  say  to  it  with  the  Psalmist,  "With 
thy  comehness  and  thy  beauty  set  out,  proceed  prosperously  and  reign."  (Ps. 
44:5). 


EVERY  slackening  and  every  thoughtless  compromise  with  human  respect  in 
the  profession  of  faith  and  its  moral  precepts;  every  act  of  cowardice  and 
vacillation  between  right  and  wrong  in  the  practices  of  Christian  life,  in  the 
education  of  children,  in  the  government  of  the  family;  every  hidden  and  open 
sin;  all  this  and  more  that  might  be  added  has  been  and  is  a  deplorable  contri- 
bution to  the  disaster  which  today  overwhelms  the  world. 

"And  is  there  anyone  who  has  the  right  to  say  that  he  is  blameless?" 


hood. 


Quesf/on  / 
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IF  YOU  CANT  MAKE  LIGHT  OF  YOUR  TROUBLES 

FIELD  AT  HOME 


The  Sisters  of  Service  ofFer  their  heartfelt  congratulations  to 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REVEREND  M.  M.  JOHNSON 

Coadjutor  Archbishop  of  Vancouver 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REVEREND  A.  JORDAN,  O.M.I. 

Coadjutor  Archbishop  of  Edmonton 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REVEREND  M.  MacEACHERN 

Bishop  of  Charlottetown 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REVEREND  M.  TESSIER 

Bishop  of  Timmins 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REVEREND  T.  J.  McCARTHY 

Bishop  of  Nelson 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  MOST  REV.  PAUL  DUMOUCHEL,  O.M.I. 

Vicar  Apostolic  of  Keewatin 

"The  Holy  Ghost  has  placed  the  Bishops  to  rule  the 
Church."  We  work  under  their  direction  and  our  ambition 
is  to  help  through  them  Mother  Church.  To  Their  Excellencies 
our  wish  is  that  of  the  Church  on  the  day  of  their  consecration: 

"AD  MULTOS  ANNOS" 
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HAMILTON  VOCATION 
EXHIBITION 

A RELIGIOUS  VOCATION  Exhi- 
bition was  lield  in  Hamilton  from 
April  29th  to  May  3rd.  Our  Sisters  re- 
presented one  of  44  Communities  who 
accepted  the  invitation  of  His  Excel- 
lency, Most  Reverend  J.  F.  Ryan, 
Bishop  of  Hamilton,  to  participate  in 
this  vocation-recruiting  program. 

Booths  were  set  up  in  the  auditori- 
um of  the  Cathedral  of  Christ  the  King. 
The  Sisters  of  Service  booth  consisted 
of  five  large  panel-type  posters  show- 
ing the  different  phases  of  our  work. 
Sister  MacNeil  and  Sister  Phillips  were 
on  hand  to  answer  questions  and  to  dis- 
tribute literature. 

On  May  4th,  a  meeting  of  represen- 
tatives of  the  various  Religious  Com- 
munities of  women  was  held  in  the  Ba- 
sihca  Auditorium.  In  the  presence  of 
Bishop  Ryan,  and  presided  over  by 
Father  Andrew  Ansbro,  CP.,  the  Sis- 


ters discussed  vocational  recruiting,  vo- 
cation retreats,  screening  of  candidates 
and  many  related  topics. 

We  are  grateful  to  His  Excellency, 
Bishop  Ryan,  for  his  invitation  and 
hospitality;  to  Father  V.  A.  Pautler  for 
his  untiring  efforts  as  organizer  of  the 
Exhibition;  to  the  School  Sisters  of 
Notre  Dame  who  were  our  gracious 
hostesses;  to  our  fellow-exhibitors  who 
were  both  helpful  and  hearty;  to  the 
Knights  of  Columbus  of  Hamilton  for 
unfailing  courtesy  and  transportation; 
and  to  the  many  people  in  Hamilton 
who  were  kind  to  us  and  who  made 
the  days  of  the  Religious  Vocation  Ex- 
hibition a  happy  memory. 


CARDINAL  OF  AUSTRIA 
HONORS  SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

THE  Sisters  of  Service  were  hon- 
oured on  Wednesday,  June  8th,  by 
a  visit  from  the  Austrian  Charge  d"Af- 
faires  from  Ottawa,  Dr.  Walther  Pein- 
sipp.  In  the  absence  of  Sister  Mary 
Quinn,  Superior  General,  he  was  re- 
ceived at  the  Motherhouse,  2  Wellesley 
Place,  Toronto,  by  Reverend  G.  Daly, 
C.Ss.R.,  and  by  Sister  Florence  Mac- 
Neil,  Assistant-General. 

Dr.  Peinsipp  called  to  extend  to  the 
Community  the  thanks  of  His  Emi- 


YOU  ARE  AS  OLD  AS  YOU  FEEL  UNTIL  YOU  TRY  TO  PRO>  E  IT 
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nence,  Cardinal  Dr.  Innitzer,  Arch- 
bishop of  Vienna,  and  the  thanks  of  the 
Austrian  Bishops'  Conference,  for  the 
work  done  by  the  Sisters  of  Service  for 
Austrian  immigrant  women  and  girls. 
On  behalf  of  the  Cardinal-Archbishop, 
Dr.  Peinsipp  addressed  the  Sisters  and 
presented  Sister  MacNeil  with  an  auto- 
graphed photo  of  His  Eminence. 

"Since  in  observance  of  Canadian 
law  it  is  impossible  for  us  to  express 
our  gratitude  to  individuals  or  organi- 
zations by  bestowing  an  order,"  Dr. 
Peinsipp  said,  "His  Grace  the  Arch- 
bishop instructed  me  to  present  to  your 
Congregation  his  photograph,  inscribed 
and  autographed  by  himself,  as  a  token 
of  gratitude  and  esteem  to  your  Con- 
gregation as  a  whole,  and  to  those  Sis- 
ters in  particular  who  look  after  our 
Austrian  immigrants. 


"At  the  same  time,"  continued  Dr. 
Peinsipp,  "he  instructed  me  to  convey 
to  you  the  gratitude  of  the  Austrian 
Bishops'  Conference,  together  with  his 
best  wishes  and  benedictions  for  your 
future  successful  work  in  this  impor- 
tant field." 

Dr.  Peinsipp  then  extended  the 
thanks  of  his  Legation  as  representa- 
tives of  the  Republic  of  Austria  in  Can- 
ada and  asked  that  the  Sisters  continue 
to  help  the  Austrian  women  and  girls 
coming  to  this  country. 

Father  Daly  replied  for  the  Sisters. 
He  asked  Dr.  Peinsipp  to  convey  to 
His  Eminence,  Dr.  Innitzer,  the  thanks 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  for  this  honour 
conferred  on  them,  and  to  assure  His 
Eminence  of  their  continued  interest  in 
the  physical  and  spiritual  welfare  of  the 
immigrants. 


Dr.  Peinsipp  presenting  photograph  of  Cardinal  Innitzer  to  Sister  MacNeil 


am 


Otta 


wa 


IF  MOSES  HAD  A  COMMITTEE  TO  HELP  HIM 
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June  6,  1955. 

Dear  Sister  Editor: 

There  is  no  use  apologizing;  we 
must  throw  ourselves  at  your  mercy 
and  trust  to  your  generous,  forgiving 
heart.  We  just  couldn't  write  an  article. 

Everything  conspired  against  us. 
First  we  were  short  of  help.  Then  we 
were  in  constant  turmoil  with  new 
girls  waiting  for  beds;  with  more  Com- 
munity Chest  meetings  than  there  have 
been  all  year;  with  the  Budget  having  to 
be  in  so  much  earlier  than  usual  and 
with  people  in  the  hospital  we  just  had 
to  visit.  We  thought  we  would  have 
some  group  pictures  taken.  They  didn't 
turn  out!  But  we  are  sending  you  our 
Ottawa  Madonna.  We  are  sure  she  will 
straighten  things  out  for  us  at  the  Edi- 
torial office! 

About  the  Madonna.  You  will  notice 
that  she  wears  a  crown.  The  picture 
was  taken  at  the  end  of  the  annual 
crowning  ceremonies  last  week.  Every 
year,  at  the  end  of  May,  the  girls 
choose  one  of  their  number,  whom  they 
consider  worthy  of  the  honour,  to 
crown  our  Blessed  Lady.  She  must  be  an 
all-round  girl,  one  who  enters  into  the 
activities  of  the  house,  belongs  to  some 
or  all  of  the  intramural  committees  or 
clubs,  who  is  not  overly  pious,  but  who 
is  seen  at  Mass  frequently  during  the 
week.  An  Act  of  Consecration  is  read, 
and  year  after  year  as  we  look  at  these 
young  dynamos,  subdued  and  reverent 
at  the  feet  of  their  Blessed  Mother,  we 
are  grateful  and  happy  to  have  them 
here  so  close  to  her  and  her  Divine  Son. 

We  have  a  house  organ  called  "The 
Scroll".  This  is  typed  and  mimeograph- 
ed from  time  to  time  and  sent  to  all 
past  members  of  the  Club.  The  last 
issue  announced  the  May  ceremonies, 
but  also  the  annual  gathering  of  mar- 
ried girls,  their  husbands  and  children. 
June  5th  was  the  date  this  year.  Ma- 
mas, papas  and  babies  came,  assisted 


at  Benediction,  had  tea,  and  then  gath- 
ered in  the  living  room  where  Father 
H.  Delude,  O.P.,  our  chaplain,  blessed 
the  little  ones.  Of  course,  they  stole  the 
show.  Fortunately,  one  of  these  pictures 
turned  out  and  we  are  sending  it  along. 
The  same  evening  a  Lithuanian  group 
had  their  meeeting  here,  so  it  was  a 
very  full  day. 

As  the  weather  improves  and  the 
City  and  suburbs  blossom  into  "Ottawa 
the  Beautiful",  we  are  being  lured  from 
the  house.  Every  week  during  the  sum- 
mer we  will  be  having  a  picnic  some- 
where under  the  trees.  The  girls  are 
winding  up  the  years  activities,  as  holi- 
days and  fine  weather  disrupt  even  the 
best  organized  houses.  Are  we  right? 

Perhaps  when  we  get  started  again 
in  the  fall,  the  light  of  literary  genius 
will  flood  our  heads  that  are  too  full  of 
problems  right  now,  and  you  will  re- 
ceive a  real  article.  We  feel  badly — 
we're  confused — we're  sorry — will  you 
forgive  us? — this  once? 

Your  Three  Sisters  in  Ottawa. 


Father  Delude,  O.P.,  blessing  babies 


THE  ISRAELITES  WOULD  STILL  BE  IN  THE  DESERT 
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"Give  me  men  to  match  my  mountains. 
Give  me  men  to  match  my  plains, 
Men  with  vision  in  their  purpose, 
And  new  eras  in  their  brains." 


SUCH  WORDS  came  to  mind  when 
observing  twenty  enthusiastic  young 
graduands  taking  part  in  Commence- 
ment Exercises  at  Rycroft  High  on 
May  26th,  1955.  For  a  spell,  the  hall 
was  filled  with  beautiful  colors — the 
pastel  shades  of  the  girls'  formals  con- 
trasting with  the  faultless  darker  attire 
of  the  boys;  while  above  and  around 
on  every  side  hung  gay  pastel  streamers 
interspersed  with  Provincial  Golden 
Jubilee  designs  and  the  lovely  Wild 
Rose  emblems  of  Alberta. 


This  group  of  twenty,  of  which  four- 
teen are  Catholics,  represents  nine  dis- 
tricts. This  is  typical  of  the  centraliza- 
tion system  of  Alberta  Public  Schools. 
The  small  rural  school  here,  as  else- 
where in  Alberta,  has  disappeared,  and 
this  fact  is  accepted  with  mingled 
feelings. 

BY  THE  TIME  YOU  ARE  RICH  ENOUGH  TO  SLEEP  LATE  IN  THE  MORNING 
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The  present  system,  however,  makes 
it  possible  for  us  Sisters  of  Service  to 
keep  our  rural  children  in  contact  with 
the  Church.  Three  Sisters  are  at  pre- 
sent on  the  Rycroft  staff  of  twelve,  two 
teaching  Grades  I  and  IX  respectively, 
and  the  third  teaching  subjects  in  High 
School.  Religious  instruction  is  given 
thrice  weekly  to  Catholic  pupils  the  last 
half-hour  of  the  day,  while  non-Catho- 
lic pupils  receive  their  religious  instruc- 
tion at  the  same  time. 

A  Catholic  Youth  Organization  for 
senior  students  is  under  the  zealous  di- 
rection of  Reverend  J.  Paquin,  O.M.I., 
pastor.  It  was  through  the  foresight 
and  at  the  request  of  Father  Paquin 
that  we  Sisters  came  to  this  Peace  Riv- 
er town  of  Rycroft  eleven  years  ago  to 
teach  in  the  Public  School  and  to  direct 
a  "Dormitory".  We  consider  it  a  privi- 
lege to  play  a  little  part  in  helping  pre- 
pare new  Canadians  to  answer  Cana- 
da's call  for  men  and  women  with 
ideals  of  true  democracy  and  Chris- 
tian citizenship. 

As  we  listened  to  the  young  valedic- 
torian who  expressed  with  dignity  and 
poise  the  farewell  wishes  of  the  group; 
as  we  gazed  at  the  profusion  of  decora- 
tions with  which  they  had  decorated  the 
hall,  and  which  seemed  to  emerge  from 
inaccessible  heights,  we  were  impelled 
to  exclaim:  "That  is  the  spirit  of  youth 
— only  boundless  combined  youthful 
enthusiasm  could  produce  such  a  gen- 
erous and  impressive  display!" 

One  felt  impelled  to  believe  that  the 
'same  spirit  of  youth  given  "a  goal  for 
its  ambition,  a  purpose  for  its  energies 
and  a  direction  for  its  idealism",  could, 
with  God's  guidance,  achieve  the  im- 
possible, and  convert  our  selfish  world. 
May  God  give  our  Graduands  the  ne- 
cessary courage  to  proceed! 


BEFORE  Hanoi  passed  under 
Communist  rule,  thousands 
of  Catholics  left  the  city;  many 
other  thousands  were  unable  to 
do  so.  One  Archbishop,  one  bish- 
op, twenty-nine  priests  and  seven- 
teen Sisters  remained  with  these 
hostages. 

"I  am  not  leaving,"  said  Bishop 
Joseph  Khue,  Vicar  Apostolic  of 
Hanoi.  Eighty-two  Vietnamese 
priests  stayed  with  him,  and  a 
number  of  foreign  missionaries. 
When  someone  objected  that  the 
priests  would  not  be  able  to  con- 
tinue their  work  under,  the  Red 
regime,  one  of  those  staying  an- 
swered: "Our  Lord  needs  people 
who  will  suffer  more  than  people 
who  will  work." 


YOU'RE  SO  OLD  YOU  CAN'T  EVEN  GET  TO  SLEEP 
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Come, 


Come, 


FUNDS.  What  were  we  going  to  do  for  funds?  So 
many  things  had  to  be  done.  We  wished  to  en- 
large the  main  floor.  This  would  be  possible  by  en- 
closing the  front  porch.  Then  we  would  have  a  TV 
room  with  modern-fold  doors  opening  into  the 
lounge,  a  front  office,  and  a  more  spacious  lobby. 
Carrying  the  new  look  to  other  parts  of  the  house, 
we  would  put  an  asphalt  tile  floor  in  the  girls'  dining 
room  and  a  green  duroid  roof  atop  the  building. 
Funds?  Well,  now,  the  Sisters  of  Service  Auxiliary 
got  really  busy  sewing,  knitting,  crocheting,  baking — 
and  begging— AND  WE  HAD  A  FAIR. 

We  called  it  our  Spring  Festival.  The  day  was 
beautiful — and  profitable.  With  the  help  of  the  Ob- 
late Fathers,  who  gave  us  the  use  of  their  hall,  the 
Auxiliary  members,  the  Girl  Guides,  and  many, 
many  friends,  we  were  able  to  pay  Doyle  Construc- 
tion Company  and  to  carry  on — with  a  new  front 
and  a  new  top! 


Come  to  the  Fair.' 

BUT  IT  IS  A  LONG  WAY  TO  VANCOUVER! 


Club  Activiries 

One  of  our  activities  here  at  1715 
West  Eleventh  Avenue  is  the  editing  of 
the  Club  paper,  "Pine  Prattle",  with  a 
circulation  covering  the  globe.  Our 
house  is  situated  on  the  corner  of  West 
Eleventh  and  Pine  Avenues  and  the 
paper  records  comings  and  goings, 
plans  and  projects,  hence  the  title — 
"Pine  Prattle".  It  gives  the  girls  an  op- 
portunity to  discover  latent  literary 
talents.  At  the  same  time,  it  serves  as 
a  bond  with  the  house  for  former  resi- 
dents and  friends  of  the  Club.  Club 
policy:  once  a  resident — always  a  sub- 
scriber! 

Further  contact  is  kept  with  the 
house  on  auspicious  occasions  such  as 
weddings.  Two  young  couples  came  re- 
cently to  have  pictures  taken  with  the 
Sisters  on  their  wedding  day.  One  was 
a  former  resident  who  met  her  future 
husband  here.  The  other  was  an  Italian 
girl  who  arrived  in  Canada  three  years 
ago  and  met  her  bridegroom  at  one  of 
our  Thursday  night  parties.  Supervis- 
ing these  parties  in  order  to  help  young 
people  is  one  form  of  our  apostolic 
work. 

But  our  projects  are  many!  Before 
the  parties  mentioned  above,  a  Sister 
gives  classes  in  English.  They  are  well 
attended,  for  despite  the  difficulty  of 
the  language,  our  New  Canadians  are 
most  willing  to  learn. 


Catechism  Classes 

We  have  been  teaching  also  in  two 
parishes  on  Saturday  and  Sunday 
mornings  but  this  time  it  is  catechism. 
Two  of  our  Sisters  go  to  St.  Monica's 
Parish,  Lulu  Island,  and  two  to  St. 
Casimir's.  When  confirmation  was  held 
at  the  former  parish  recently,  His  Ex- 
cellency Archbishop  M.  Johnson  re- 


A  bridal  couple  with  Sister  Tyszko 


ceived  the  greetings  of  the  parish  ex- 
pressed by  three  girls  in  English,  Ger- 
man and  Jugo-slavian! 

Catechism  class,  or  its  adult  form — 
discussion  club — was  held  in  the  house 
every  week  with  Sister  Tyszko,  Su- 
perior, as  advisor  and  each  girl  taking 
her  turn  at  being  leader.  Although  the 
book,  "A  Popular  History  of  the  Cath- 
olic Church",  by  Philip  Hughes,  was 
used  as  a  guide,  discussion  ranged  the 
entire  scale  of  human  problems  as  re- 
lated to  religion. 

The  last  general  meeting  of  our 
Auxiliary  brought  to  a  close  a  year  of 
religious,  apostolic  and  social  enter- 
prises and  they  are  now  looking  for- 
ward to  a  brief  summer  respite.  The 
Sisters,  however,  are  preparing  for  re- 
ligious vacation  schools.  Two  Sisters 
have  already  "signed  up". 

Out  on  the  Pacific  Coast  these  are 
some  of  the  aspects  of  the  work  for 
God  and  souls. 


A  PERSON  WHO  FLIES  OFF  THE  HANDLE  HAS  A  SCREW  LOOSE  SOMEWHERE 
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CENTRE  ISLAND  lies  close  to  the 
shoreline  of  Central  Toronto  in 
lovely  Lake  Ontario.  It  is  one  of  sev- 
eral small  islands,  all  joined  by  pic- 
turesque bridges,  which  provide  a 
summer  playground  for  the  city  dwel- 
lers. At  this  time  of  year,  the  pretty 
lagoons  between  the  islands  are  dotted 
with  canoes  and  cruisers,  and  the  many 
inlets  and  coves  are  haunts  for  the 
amateur  angler. 

The  spacious  parks  on  Centre  Island 
are  graced  with  beautiful  lawns  and 
shrubbery  and  shaded  with  graceful 
elms.  On  the  lakeshore  side  is  a  sandy 
beach  where  the  waves  splash  and  play 
on  a  sunny  day,  but  where  they  dash 
angrily  on  a  stormy  one. 

WHEN  YOU  TURN  GREEN  WITH  1 


Sunday 
Assignment 


We  visit  this  fairyland  every  Sunday 
to  teach  catechism  to  the  children  of 
the  regular  residents.  Our  present  sum- 
mer ferry  is  a  luxury  liner  in  compari- 
son to  the  little  ice-breaker  on  which 
we  began  our  weekly  trips  to  the 
Island.  That  was  an  exciting  experi- 
ence. One  stood  on  deck  and  watched 
the  nose  of  the  tug  work  through  the 
great  chunks  of  ice  as  they  scraped  and 
crashed  against  each  other.  And  the 
wind!  It  blew  cold  and  biting  across 
the  great  expanse  of  the  Lake,  and  al- 
though we  sought  the  sunny  side  of  the 
boat,  it  was  a  fight  between  the  wintry 
wind  and  us  as  to  where  our  hats  were 
going  to  be  the  next  minute.  Now  our 
ferry  trip  is  refreshing  after  the  heat  of 

JVY,  YOU'RE  RIPE  Fo'k  TROUBLE 
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downtown  Toronto,  and  at  this  season 
we  are  joined  by  hundreds  of  picnicers 
and  summer  vacationists. 

The  ChUdren 

Of  all  the  natural  beauties  of  the 
Island,  the  most  loveable  are  the  child- 
ren. Behind  all  the  mischief  in  those 
sparkling  eyes,  behind  all  the  "modern 
ideas"  in  those  tousled  heads,  shines 
love  for  the  only  Child  in  the  world — 
the  Christ  child. 

The  children  are  divided  into  four 
groups,  over  which  preside  three  of  our 
Sisters  and  a  devoted  young  helper, 
Miss  Sheila  Mallon.  Classes  are  held  in 
the  Church,  the  sacristy,  and  in  Father 
Wigglesworth's  house.  Charts,  projects 
and  a  final  period  of  singing  help  to 
keep  lively  young  minds  interested  and 
alert.  Although  they  live  in  a  changing 
world  with  its  TV  and  jet  planes  and 
such  like,  they  respond  to  the  age-old 
truths  of  faith.  Frances,  a  pre-school 
child,  answered  for  centuries  when 
asked:  "What  happens  when  Father 


bends  over  the  wine  in  the  chalice  at 
Mass  and  says  This  is  My  Blood'?" 
Simply  and  earnestly  the  words  came: 
"It  is  Jesus'  Pweshus  Bwood." 

"Saint"  Peggy 

And  despite  an  apparent  noncha- 
lance, the  deep  meanings  of  life  and 
death  are  understood.  We  were  aware 
of  this  when  one  of  our  First  Com- 
munion class  skipped  off  to  heaven 
only  three  weeks  after  we  met  her. 
Patrick,  a  first-grader,  canonized  her 
then  and  there.  "She  went  straight  to 
heaven.  Sister,  'cause  she  was  too 
young  to  commit  a  sin"! 

We  trust  that  "Saint"  Peggy  will 
help  us  to  awaken  in  the  hearts  of  her 
young  playmates  a  greater  knowledge 
and  love  of  God  and  that  she  will  wel- 
come each  of  our  troup  as  he  is  called 
to  his  heavenly  home  and  to  the  Arms 
of  His  Heavenly  Father. 

Whisper  a  little  prayer  for  that  in- 
tention sometimes,  won't  you? 


Gentlemen  in  Distress 

I  don't  think  I  have  the  book  I  am  sup- 
posed to  studie  befor  I  do  my  lessons.  The 
only  book  I  have  is  the  book  called  "The 
Story  of  the  Mass".  I  don't  seem  to  be  able 
to  make  head  or  tail  out  of  it.  If  it  isn't 
the  book  please  send  me  the  write  one.  Il'l 
pay  you  when  I  send  my  leassons. 

Yours  truly, 
Leonard. 

I  am  sorry  that  I  have  not  sent  you  our 
lessons  sooner  because  I  lost  them.  But  I 
have  searched  until  I  found  them.  I  was  sure 
glad  because  I  was  scared  I  couldn't  find 
them  and  I  would  have  to  ask  you  for 
a-nother  set  of  lessons.  I  also  want  to  thank 
the  Archbishop  of  Regina  for  the  lovely 
letter  which  he  sent  us.  Thank  all  of  the 
Sisters  for  the  pictures,  letters  and  every- 
thing else. 

Yours  truly, 

Ladene. 


From  the  Twins 

How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  I  am  sending 
you  some  of  my  birthday  money  to  buy 
stamps.  I  bought  a  hat  with  the  rest  of  my 
money  to  wear  to  church.  I  am  looking 
forward  to  summer  shcool  this  year. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Janice. 

How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  I  didn't  know 
what  to  do  with  my  birthday  money  so  I 
thought  I  would  send  it  to  you.  Our  birthday 
was  on  May  5th.  We  enjoy  our  lessons  but 
they  seem  to  get  harder  all  the  time. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Joyce.  • 

Complications 

How  are  you.  I  am  fine.  I  don't  send  the 
lessons  because  I  go  to  bed  early.  I  got  to 
wipe  dishes  and  then  go  to  bed.  I  go  to  bed 
at  7  or  7.30  pm  I  like  dose  lessons.  I  wish 
it  was  simmer  hoildays.  Good-bye  now. 

Love  your  Freind 
Alvina  and  Family. 


A  HUSBAND  IS  A  MAN  WHO  EXPECTS  HIS  Wlpfe  TO  BE  PERFECT 
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I  am  sorry  I  am  late.  My  big  brother 
didn't  get  around.  He  has  got  a  cold  and  is 
pretty  sick.  But  tonight  I  said  he  would 
have  to  do  it.  Right  now  we  can't  find  the 
book  and  has  to  look  for  his  lesson.  Would 
it  be  all  right  if  I  write  my  lessons  in  pen 
and  ink:  I  have  got  a  baby  brother.  He  is  4 
months  old.  He  has  got  a  bad  cold  and  has 
to  see  the  doctor.  My  mother  is  pretty  mad 
because  she  cannot  find  the  book.  I  am  mad 
to.  My  letter  might  not  get  there  this  Mon- 
day until  we  find  the  book.  Well  good-bye 
now. 

Elaine. 

We  have  moved  to  Houston  B.C.  I  lost 
my  lesson  11.  I  lost  it  when  we  were  mov- 
ing, because  there  was  so  much  excitement. 
Your  students, 

Stanley  and  David. 

Joys  and  Sorrows 

Would  you  kindly  send  me  about  4  les- 
sons next  time  as  I  want  to  answer  my 
lessons  while  I  have  time  as  later  on  I  can't 
answer  any  more  as  I'll  be  busy  with  my 
wedding.  Also  my  wedding  is  on  June  5, 
1955. 

Sincerely, 

Olga. 

I  was  very  glad  to  receive  the  pray  book 
and  metal.  They  are  very  nice,  Janet  ap- 
preciates her  metal  very  much  because  she 
never  had  one  before.  I  am  glad  to  have 
the  praybook.  This  is  not  a  very  neat  letter 
because  I  had  to  go  to  bed. 

Sincerely  yours, 
Eileen  and  Janet. 

I'm  just  writing  a  few  words  to  thank  you 
very  much  for  the  Goretti*.  I'm  waring  it 
now.  I'm  just  telling  you  that  I  fell  down  in 
school  and  nearly  broke  four  ribs.  So  the 
doctor  put  tape  on  me  nearly  from  the  neck 
down.  I  got  to  go  to  the  doctor  Saturday 
and  take  it  of.  P.S.  I'm  sure  glad  with  that 
goretti.  Thank  you  very  much. 

Yours  truly, 

Bernice. 

*  Marie  Goretti  medal  and  chain. 

I  had  my  first  communion  at  Easter  day 
and  I  like  to  do  my  lessons.  Claudette, 
Johnny,  and  I  might  go  to  cathecasim  this 
summer  for  two  weeks.  We  are  very  far 
from  church  and  we  don't  go  very  often.  I 
would  like  to  meet  you.  Now  I  muct  close. 
Lucille. 

AND  TO  UNDERSTAND  WHY  HE  ISN'T 


How  are  you?  I  am  fine.  Thank  you  for 
the  Weekly  Penance  for  Lent.  I  was  going 
to  make  myself  one.  I'm  glad  I  got  one  now. 
Well  Sister  I  guess  I'll  have  to  close  my 
letter.  My  father's  Birthday  is  on  March 
4th.  Would  you  say  a  prayer  for  him.  He 
isn't  feeling  very  well.  Also  he  can't  eat 
much.  For  supper  March  2.  today  all  he  ate 
was  1  slice  of  bread  and  glass  of  milk.  He 
hurt  himself  badly.  If  you  would  say  a 
prayer  for  him  on  his  birthday  I  think  he 
would  recover  from  his  illness.  Thank  you. 

Your  pupil 
Margaret. 

P.S.  If  you  don't  receive  this  letter  before 
Mar  4.  you  can  say  a  prayer  later  also. 
Thank  you  Sisters. 


From  the  Parents 

Your  kind  attention  and  diligent  efforts 
are  greatly  appreciated.  Don't  know  how  our 
children  would  learn  their  religion  otherwise. 
Yours  very  sincerely. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  L.H.    North  Dakota. 


If  the  children's  lessons  are  overdue, 
please  forgive  us.  I  have  been  to  the  hospital, 
and  in  my  absence,  their  daddy  was  kept 
very  busy  with  indoor  and  outdoor  work, 
getting  the  three  oldest  (Kathleen,  Paddy 
and  Gerald)  to  school  and  looking  after  the 
three  little  ones  (Eileen,  Michael  and 
Jimmy).  And  now  we  have  another  wee  boy, 
born  April  15,  "Terrence  John",  and  al- 
ready he  has  his  little  place  in  our  family. 
The  children  all  love  him. 

Please  say  a  little  prayer  for  us  that  we 
will  be  good  Catholic  parents.  The  children 
thank  you  for  the  lovely  holy  pictures. 
Gratefully, 

Mrs.  J.M.G.  Sask. 


From  Religious 
Correspondence  Schools 
in  Edmonton,  Regino  and 
Forgo,  N.D. 
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Our  gracious  host: 
His  Excellency  Most  Reverend  W.  T.  Mulloy 


SISTER,  Bishop  Mulloy  has  invited 
us  to  send  Sisters  to  Covington  for 
the  month  of  March,  which  is  Voca- 
tion Month.  His  Excellency  would  like 
us  to  be  known  in  his  Diocese.  You  will 
be  going  with  Sister  O'Kane.  It  will 
probably  mean  a  good  deal  of  speaking, 
so,  be  prepared."  Just  like  that!  Oh, 
blessed  and  holy  Obedience  which  puts 
the  most  unlikely  people  into  the  most 
unlikely  tasks!  And,  marvelous  to  re- 
late, the  tasks  get  done! 

As  March  4th,  our  departure 
date,  approached,  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  pleasant  anticipation.  After 
all,  we  were  going  to  Kentucky,  the 
beautiful  Blue  Grass  State;  a  State 
within  whose  borders  are  sites  sacred 
to  any  Catholic  heart,  Nazareth,  Lo- 


retto,  Gethsemani.  We  were  going  to  a 
Diocese  whose  Bishop  has  been  a 
staunch  friend  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
for  many  years,  so  what  was  there  to 
worry  about?  Nothing,  nothing  at  all; 
and  the  little  butterflies  still  fluttered 
around  where  butterflies  flutter  when 
people  are  confronted  with  the  un- 
known and  untried. 

March  4th,  6  p.m. — the  taxi  was  at 
the  door.  Father  Daly  had  given  us  his 
blessing;  Sister  General  and  all  the 
Community  had  wished  us  Godspeed. 
We  were  on  our  way.  March  5th,  8.30 
a.m. — we  were  being  greeted  in  Cin- 
cinnati by  Reverend  Father  Hickey  of 
the  Chancery  Office  in  Covington.  Cin- 
cinnati is  just  across  the  Ohio  River 
from  Covington. 

THE  CLOCK  THAT  TifcKS  THE  LOUDEST 
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by  SISTER  ZINK 

His  Excellency,  Bishop  Mulloy,  was 
on  hand  to  give  us  a  warm  and  hearty 
welcome.  Father  Hickey  had  awaited 
our  arrival  to  say  Holy  Mass.  It  was 
the  First  Saturday  and  the  Mass  was  of 
the  Immaculate  Heart  of  Mary.  Since 
Our  Lady  under  this  title  is  my  per- 
sonal patroness,  it  seemed  like  a  happy 
omen.  The  happy  omen  was  well  war- 
ranted. We  were  over  the  threshhold  of 
an  experience  which  was  to  be  both 
stimulating  and  interesting  and  which 
would  provide  us  with  a  store  of  happy 
and  grateful  memories. 

Southern  Hospitality 

To  many  of  us,  possibly  due  to  the 
influence  of  books  and  movies,  the 
South  connotes  courtesy,  a  gracious 
way  of  life  and,  above  all,  hospitality. 
All  too  frequently  one's  ideas  are  shat- 
tered when  face  to  face  with  reality. 
There  need  be  no  fear  of  exaggerating 
Southern  hospitality. 

Our  home  during  our  stay  in  Cov- 


ington was  to  be  at  La  Salette  Aca- 
demy with  the  Sisters  of  Charity  of 
Nazareth.  This  Community  was  found- 
ed in  Kentucky  shortly  after  the  erec- 
tion of  the  second  Diocese  in  the  Unit- 
ed States  at  Bardstown,  Kentucky.  Lat- 
er in  Lexington  we  stayed  with  the 
same  Sisters  at  St.  Joseph's  Hospital. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  put  into 
words  the  gratitude  we  feel  towards  the 
Sisters  of  Charity.  They  opened  their 
home  and,  more  important,  their 
hearts,  to  us  in  the  most  sisterly  way. 
We  were  completely  at  home  with  them 
from  the  moment  of  our  arrival  on  their 
doorstep.  They  flocked  around  us  in 
their  unfamiliar  white  caps,  which  were 
to  become  both  familiar  and  dear,  to 
bid  us  welcome,  to  make  us  at  home, 
to  put  us,  once  and  for  all,  at  ease.  It 
would  not  take  any  effort  at  all  to  go 
on  for  pages  about  these  Sisters,  but 
even  if  time  allowed,  the  Editor  prob- 
ably would  not,  so  I  must  confine  my- 
self to  saying  we  will  always  remember 
and  be  grateful  to  our  wonderful  Ken- 
tucky hostesses. 

We  were  to  meet  many  Communi- 
ties of  Sisters  before  we  came  home 
again — the  Sisters  of  Charity,  the  Sis- 
ters of  Divine  Providence,  the  Sisters 
of  Notre  Dame,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Bene- 
dict, the  Missionary  Catechists,  the 
Mission  Helpers  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
and  the  Sisters  of  the  Good  Shepherd. 
From  all  of  them  we  received  a  warm 
welcome  and  complete  co-operation. 
The  perfect  blending  of  Christian 
Charity  and  Southern  hospitality  is 
really  something  to  experience. 

Covington  Cathedral 

On  Sunday  morning  we  went  to  the 
Cathedral  which  was,  quite  recently, 
created  a  Minor  Basilica.  One  is  a 
little  fearful  of  attempting  to  describe 
the  Cathedral  Basilica  of  the  Assump- 
tion in  Covington,  fearful  of  getting 
Continued  on  Page  29 
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No  Gast-^  noCOest  j*-*st  Canada 


GOLDEN  JUBILEE 
Alberta    -  Saskatchewan 
1905  - 1955 

As  Alberta  and  Saskatchewan  prepare  to  celebrate  the  Golden  Jubilee  of 
their  formal  inauguration  as  Provinces  in  Canada's  Federal  system,  we 
realize  most  vividly  that  ours  is  a  very  young  country.  Some  are  living  still  who 
remember  that  day,  on  September  1,  1905,  when  the  Northwest  Territories  were 
divided  into  what  now  constitutes  the  Provinces  of  Alberta  and  Saskatchewan. 

The  birth  of  these  new  Provinces  took  place  in  a  stormy  setting  of  which 
the  central  question  was  Separate  School  rights.  The  influx  of  thousands  of 
immigrants  to  the  West  during  the  first  20  years  of  this  century  added  to  this 
problem  and  created  many  more.  Scattered  on  the  limitless  prairie,  reclaiming 
from  nature  the  primitive  plains  at  a  cost  of  untold  effort,  and  sometimes  despair, 
the  newcomer  was  left  without  priests  or  churches  or  schools.  To  the  Catholic 
Church,  the  plight  of  the  immigrant  was  one  of  gravest  concern. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  enter  here  into  the  history  of  these  Provinces.  They 
were  founded  in  1922  to  care  for  New  Canadians  in  the  West.  Their  vocation  was 
to  follow  the  path  of  the  pioneer,  to  forego  personal  and  even  spiritual  privileges 
in  order  to  reach  the  immigrant  in  rural  schools  and  in  rural  hospitals  and  to 
keep  him  in  touch  with  the  Church.  Today  there  are  ten  foundations  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Alberta  and  Saskatchewan.  Three  of  these  houses  are  in 
the  Peace  River  district. 

While  the  Sisters  of  Service  rejoice  during  this  Jubilee  at  the  steady  growth 
of  industry  and  commerce,  the  development  of  new  natural  resources  and  the 
expanding  and  more  diversified  methods  of  agriculture,  they  continue  to  look 
afield  in  this  awakening  country  for  those  "abandoned  souls"  for  whom  they 
were  founded.  The  Sisters  of  Service  look  for  volunteers  who  will  help  them 
bring  to  this  land  of  promise  the  one  and  only  important  message  and  asset — 
the  word  of  God. 
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THE  STORY  OF 

A  GIANT 

who  loved  a  King 


BY  WAY  OF  TRIBUTE  TO  THE  CANADIAN 
MARTYRS  ON  THE  25TH  ANNIVERSARY 
OF  THEIR  CANONIZATION 
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ONCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
Giant  who  lived  in  a  mighty  for- 
est. He  was  a  good  Giant  and  had 
come  to  the  forest  because  his  King, 
whom  he  loved  very  dearly,  had  told 
him  there  were  people  there  who  need- 
ed him.  They  needed  him  to  teach  them 
to  know  this  beloved  King  who  owned 
the  forest,  and  the  skies  above  the  for- 
est, and  the  birds  and  beasts,  and  the 
water  and  the  flowers. 

The  people  of  the  forest  were  sur- 
prised when  they  saw  the  Giant.  They 
had  never  seen  anyone  like  him  be- 
fore. He  was  so  big  in  every  way,  and 
his  skin  was  white  and  theirs  was  dark. 
He  spoke  their  language  but  most  of 
the  time  he  spoke  about  his  King — and 
theirs.  They  called  him  "Echon"  be- 
cause they  could  not  say  his  real  name, 
which  was  John. 

The  Giant  knew  that  if  he  could 
teach  the  people  of  the  forest  to  know 
their  King,  they  could  not  help  loving 
Him  as  the  Giant  loved  Him.  But  the 
people  of  the  forest  were  very  cruel. 
They  could  not  help  being  cruel  be- 
cause they  did  not  know  any  better  un- 
til the  Giant  came.  They  did  not  have 
on  their  souls  the  mark  which  made 
them  children  of  the  King  and  which 
would  make  them  want  to  be  good  and 
sweet  and  gentle. 

For  a  while  the  Giant  was  all  alone 
with  these  people  of  the  forest.  He 
lived  in  their  houses,  which  were  made 
of  trees  and  the  bark  which  covers 
trees,  and  ate  their  food,  which  was 
mostly  porridge  and  fish,  and  was  with 
them  when  they  went  hunting  and  fish- 
ing. The  Giant  was  very  hungry  at 
times  and  sometimes  very  tired.  In  the 
summer,  the  flies  were  bad  and  bit  him, 
and  in  the  winter  he  had  to  stay  in  the 
people's  houses.  The  people  had  no 
stoves,  so  the  smoke  was  very  bad 
when  they  cooked,  and  it  got  into  the 
Giant's  eyes  and  made  them  bum  and 
into  his  throat  and  made  him  cough. 
When  he  did  go  out,  it  was  very  cold 


The  Story  of 

and  it  was  hard  to  walk  in  the  forest 
because  the  snow  was  so  deep. 

But  all  the  time  the  Giant  was  glad 
because  he  knew  his  King  wanted  him 
there  and  he  did  want  to  show  Him 
that  nothing  was  too  hard  if  the  King 
were  pleased  and  the  people  of  the 
forest  got  to  know  and  love  Him. 

Other  men,  little  brothers  of  the 
Giant,  came  to  help  him  teach  the 
people  of  the  forest.  The  people  called 
them  "Blackrobes",  but  they  were 
really  Jesuit  priests.  They  built  a  house 
for  themselves  which  they  called  Ste. 
Marie,  the  name  of  the  Mother  of  the 
King.  They  also  called  it  "House  of 
Peace",  because  they  were  all  so  happy 
working  for  the  King  even  though  it 
was  hard  with  the  porridge  and  the  fish 
and  the  cold  and  all  that. 

This  house  was  built  of  stones  and 
cement,  and  the  people  of  the  forest 
thought  it  a  wonderful  thing  indeed. 
Many  of  them  came  to  look  at  this 
house  and  many  asked  to  stay  near  the 
Giant  and  his  brothers  so  they  could 
learn  to  know  and  love  the  King.  So 
they  had  to  build  houses  for  them  too. 
But  some  of  the  people  of  the  forest 
were  still  cruel  and  they  said  it  was  be- 
cause the  Giant  and  his  brothers  had 
come  to  their  forests  that  they  got  sick 
and  some  died  and  so  they  tried  to  kill 
the  Giant. 

One  day  the  Giant  and  one  of  his 
littlest  brothers  left  the  "House  of 
Peace"  to  teach  the  people  in  a  village 
just  three  miles  away.  The  little  brother 
had  told  the  Giant  that  he  wanted  to 
die  for  the  King,  and  the  Giant  under- 
stood because  he  had  felt  that  way  for 
a  long  time  himself.  So  they  had  a  very 
nice  walk  since  they  both  thought  the 
same  thing  and  they  came  to  the  vil- 
lage and  started  to^each  right  away. 
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But  the  bad  people  of  the  forest 
sneaked  up  to  the  village  and  killed 
many  people  and  burnt  the  village  and 
took  the  Giant  and  his  little  brother 
prisoners.  They  took  them  to  a  second 
village  where  they  beat  them  and 
bruised  them  and  burnt  them.  And  all 
the  time  the  Giant  and  his  little  brother 
prayed  for  the  people  of  the  forest. 

The  Giant  died  first.  The  bad  people 
had  cut  off  his  feet  and  pulled  out  his 
fingernails  and  poured  boihng  water 
over  his  head  and  many  more  things. 
Then  his  little  brother  died  the  same 
way.  The  last  thing  both  of  them  said 
was  "Jesus"  for  He  was  the  King  they 
loved  so  much,  and  the  Giant's  name 
was  John  de  Brebeuf  and  his  little  bro- 
ther's name  was  Gabriel  Lalement,  and 
the  people  of  the  forest  were  Indians. 

But  that  is  not  the  end  of  the  story. 
The  Giant's  brothers  had  to  leave  the 
forest  after  he  died.  They  burnt  their 
"House  of  Peace"  so  the  bad  people 
could  not  use  it.  When  they  left,  they 
took  with  them  the  bones  of  the  Giant 
and  his  little  brother,  but  they  left  some 
flesh  in  their  graves. 

Three  hundred  years  later  other 
brothers  of  the  Giant,  or  the  Jesuits, 
were  still  looking  for  his  grave  and 
that  of  his  little  brother.  The  Catholic 
Church  had  said  that  they  were  Saints 
because  they  had  died  trying  to  teach 
the  Indians  to  love  God,  so  they  want- 
ed to  know  where  they  had  been 
buried. 

They  found  the  "House  of  Peace" 
near  Midland,  Ontario,  after  digging  and 
digging,  because  after  so  many  years, 
grass  and  trees  had  grown  over  it.  Then 
one  day,  one  of  the  Jesuits  named 
Father  Denis  Hegarty,  who  loved  the 
Giant  and  his  brother  very  much, 
thought  he  knew  where  he  would  find 


the  graves.  On  August  17th,  1954, 
while  he  was  digging,  he  found  a  big 
grave  and  he  thought  it  must  be  the 
Giant's  because  it  was  so  long  and 
wide.  But  he  wanted  to  be  sure.  He 
did  not  find  any  bones,  because  they 
had  been  taken  away.  Just  when  he  was 
tired  and  thought  he  would  not  find 
anything  but  coffin  nails,  what  did  he 
see  but  a  small  piece  of  lead,  and  on 
the  lead  was  written: 

Father  John  de  Brebeuf 
Burned  by  the  Iroquois 
The  17th  of  March  in  the  year  1649 

Father  Hegarty  was  very  happy  as 
he  had  thought  and  prayed  for  this  so 
much.  And  all  the  Jesuits  were  happy 
and  so  were  all  the  Catholic  people  of 
Canada  and  of  the  world. 

The  Jesuits  were  happy  because  they 
too  had  prayed  to  find  the  grave  of  their 
martyr-brothers  who  had  done  so  much 
for  them.  The  people  of  Canada  were 
happy  because  the  Catholic  Church  had 
said  that  St.  John  de  Brebeuf,  St.  Ga- 
briel Lalement  and  six  other  com- 
panion-martyrs were  to  look  after  the 
people  of  Canada.  And  the  Catholic 
people  of  the  world  were  happy  be- 
cause it  was  almost  twenty-five  years 
before,  on  June  29,  1930,  that  the 
Catholic  Church  had  said  the  Giant 
and  his  brothers  were  Saints,  and 
twenty-five  years  means  an  Anniversary 
or  special  Feast.  It  was  a  nice  time  to 
find  the  grave  of  St.  John  de  Brebeuf, 
don't  you  think? 

Now  1955  is  the  Anniversary  year. 
But  the  grave  of  the  Giant's  little  bro- 
ther, St.  Gabriel  Lalement,  is  still  to 
be  found.  Let  us  ask  the  Jesuit  Mar- 
tyrs, Patrons  of  Canada,  to  help  Father 
Hegarty  find  the  grave,  and  let  us  ask 
them  too  to  teach  us  how  to  love  Jesus 
our  King  as  they  did. 
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by 

The  Sea 


NEWS  FROM  ST.  JOHN'S 

NEWFOUNDLAND 


BRUCE  HUTCHISON,  noted  Cana- 
dian editor  and  writer,  in  a  recent 
issue  of  the  St.  John's  "Evening  Tele- 
gram", summed  up  his  impressions  of 
Newfoundland  by  entitling  his  article 
"Men  of  the  Fog".  We  are  beginning 
to  feel  like  "Women  of  the  Fog",  and 
to  appreciate  his  reactions  as  St.  John's 
continues  to  be  enveloped  by  a  "pea- 
souper".  A  rim  of  Arctic  ice  which  has 
produced  a  blockade  of  harbour  and 
coves  (and  the  fog!),  has  encircled  this 
island  long  enough  to  create  somewhat 
of  a  record.  If  we  were  not  so  busy,  it 
might  depress  us.  But  we  are  busy! 

Our  "At  Home" 

Since  coming  to  St.  John's,  we  have 
had  time  only  to  settle  down.  We  could 
not  stay  down!  We  thought  we  should 
entertain  since  we  have  been  here  long 
enough  to  have  met  many  people  and 
to  feel  obligated  to  all  who  have  been 
so  kind  to  us.  So,  what  would  be  nicer 
than  an  "At  Home"? 


OF  COURSE  YOU  CANT*  TAKE  IT  WITH  YOU 
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Our  girls   were   enthusiastic.  We 
chose  the  dates — Sunday,  May  22nd  j 
for    parents    and    specially  -  invited 
guests;  Sunday,  May  29th  for  the  pub- 
lic. In  conjunction  with  the  "At  Home"  ( 
we  decided  to  have  an  exhibit  of  all  the 
work  done  by  the  girls  during  winter  1 
classes  —  sewing,  knitting,  leather-  1 
craft,  etc.  ( 

The  sun  broke  through  the  fog  on 

the  22nd,  and  everyone  reacted  to  its  ' 

warmth.  There  was  a  swirl  of  activity  ' 

as  the  last  touches  were  put  to  the  tea  ' 

,table  set  up  in  the  girls'  dining  room,  ' 

to  the  posters  of  the  Sisters'  of  Service  ' 

activities  erected  in  the  office,  and  to  " 
the  exhibition  of  handiwork.  There 

was  endless  primping  on  the  part  of  the  ] 

girls,  especially  of  those  who  were  i 
modelling  the  dresses  they  had  made 

themselves,  as  they  prepared  to  serve  ' 

tea  and  show  the  guests  through  the  i 
house. 

BUT  WHERE  CAN  YOU  GO  WITHOUT  IT? 


We  were  privileged  to  receive  80 
guests  that  day,  including  our  beloved 
Archbishop,  His  Excellency  Patrick 
James  Skinner,  and  members  of  the 
clergy.  The  Mayor  called  as  well  as  Sir 
Albert  and  Lady  Walsh,  and  represen- 
tatives from  the  Welfare  Department, 
the  Department  of  Health,  Memorial 
College,  the  School  of  Social  Work,  the 
Y.W.C.A.  and  United  Church  deacon- 
esses, and  many  others.  The  members 
of  St.  Elizabeth's  Guild  graciously  sup- 
plied the  refreshments  and  looked  after 
the  tea,  and  the  ladies  of  the  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  Society  assisted  in  the  re- 
ceiving line. 

Then  on  Sunday,  May  29th,  300 
people  called.  Our  girls  received  so 
many  compliments  on  their  work  we 
are  afraid  it  will  go  to  their  heads!  But 
their  simplicity  is  charming.  Perhaps 
one  gets  that  way  by  living  "down  by 
the  Sea"! 
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Portuguese  Anniversaries  and 
Celebrations 

We  never  tire  of  looking  at  the  sea. 
From  our  living  room  windows  we  see 
it  as  it  lies  blue  and  beautiful  out  past 
the  Narrows,  or  grey  and  menacing  as 
it  lashes  the  coastUne  during  a  storm. 

On  May  27th  we  were  treated  to  an 
unusual  spectacle  when  the  Portuguese 
Fishing  Fleet  initiated  the  500th  Anni- 
versary of  the  discovery  of  the  Grand 
Banks,  and  its  400th  Anniversary  of 
fishing  from  these  waters,  by  sailing 
into  the  harbour  of  St.  John's. 

We  watched  as  29  of  "the  world's 
most  beautiful  ships",  the  white-hulled 
Portuguese  longliners,  cut  through  the 
fog,  flags  flying,  whistles  screeching  a 
salute.  They  came  to  rest  in  the  har- 
bour and  waited  for  their  new  mother- 
ship,  the  "Gil  Eannes".  At  last  the  326- 
foot  vessel  came  through  the  fog- 
wreathed  entrance.  The  ships  already 


in  the  harbour  blasted  a  long  welcome 
on  their  whistles,  church  bells  rang, 
and  the  sound  rolled  back  from  the 
headlands  and  out  to  every  part  of  the 
city. 

"Star  of  the  Sea" 

There  was  a  guard  of  honour  and  a 
civic  reception  for  the  Portuguese  of- 
ficials aboard.  Then  hundreds  of  Por- 
tuguese fishermen  came  in  procession 
to  the  Cathedral  to  assist  at  Solemn 
High  Mass  presided  over  by  His  Ex- 
cellency Archbishop  Skinner.  The  men 
presented  to  the  Archbishop  a  statue  of 
Our  Lady  of  Fatima  to  mark  their  an- 
niversaries and  as  a  gift  to  the  Cathed- 
ral in  honour  of  its  hundredth  anniver- 
sary. This  is  an  event  we  shall  be  cele- 
brating after  this  issue  of  the  "Field  at 
Home"  goes  to  press. 

The  statue  had  been  solemnly 
blessed  in  Lisbon  during  the  traditional 
religious  ceremonies  that  always  mark 

Continued  on  Page  29 


^Ars.  J.  A.  Gibbs,  Sister  Fitzpatrick,  Mayor  H.  G.  Mews,  Archbishop  P.  J.  Skinner, 
Monsignor  H.  A.  Summers,  Dr.  D.  O'Keefe,  Mrs.  E.  M.  Howlett 


Hostesses  Doris  Meaney,  Mary  Nugent,  Brigid  Pittman  and  Wilhelmina  Berrigan 

modelling  their  dresses 
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STRANGE 


The  narrow  teeth  of  on  anxious  mouse 
Sound  at  night  in  my  quiet  house. 
I  suppose  I  should  set  a  baited  trap 
For  the  tiny  creature  who  makes  a  map, 
Of  his  going  and  coming,  on  my  floor- 
Door  to  crack  and  crack  to  door. 
But,  after  all,  I  have  more  than  enough. 
And  what  he  takes  is  such  meagre  stuff: 
So  we  live  together  he  and  I, 
As  most  can  do,  if  they  but  try! 
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A  PLEASANT  MALADY  INVADING 
VILNA  HOSPITAL 


SPRING 

FeVeR 


SPRING  is  in  the  air!  A  little  late,  it 
is  true,  if  compared  with  the  cli- 
mate of  Eastern  Canada.  But  it  is  here! 
There  is  mud — lots  of  it — though  we 
know  that  a  few  days  of  sunshine  will 
do  wonders.  A  road  ban  has  been 
placed  on  heavy  trucks  and  busses  so 
the  only  safe  means  of  travel  right  now 
is  by  railroad  which  gives  us  very  good 
service.  Despite  snow,  rain  and  mud, 
many  parishioners  wend  their  way  to 
Sunday  Mass  and  to  devotions,  but  not 
without  difficulty.  A  unique  mode  of 
travel  is  by  tractor.  This  morning  we 
noticed  the  latest — a  buggy  hitched  to 
a  tractor  making  its  way  to  church! 

Spring  is  in  the  air!  Yes,  frogs  have 
croaked  well  over  a  month  now.  Birds 
are  trilling  their  songs — robins,  chick- 
a-dees,  meadow  larks,  flickers,  gros- 


beaks and  many  others,  along  with  the 
wild  geese  and  ducks  whose  honk-honk 
is  heard  overhead  in  their  migration. 

Yes,  spring  is  in  the  air.  The  grass 
and  flowers  are  peeking  through  the 
soil  to  the  welcome  of  warm  sunshine. 
The  evergreens  along  Pine  Avenue, 
leading  up  to  the  Hospital,  have  put  on 
their  best  dress  of  fresh  green.  The 
farmers  are  restlessly  awaiting  the  day 
when  they  can  get  into  their  fields  for 
the  spring  seeding  and  planting. 

To  plan,  renew  and  freshen  up  is 
the  spirit  of  spring,  thus  housecleaning 
is  right  in  order,  with  plans  for  renova- 
tions. To  top  it  all,  a  brood  of  baby 
chicks  is  expected  any  day  to  replace 
last  year's  flock  which  found  its  way  to 
the  hospital  freezer  and  finally  to  the 
tables. 


In  the  last  issue  of  the  "Field  at 
Home"  we  mentioned  that  a  sewerage 
system  was  being  installed  in  the  Town 
of  Vilna.  April  19th  was  a  memorable 
day  for  the  hospital.  On  that  day  we 
were  connected  with  the  Town  sewer. 
Despite  a  snow  storm,  the  hospital 
staff  was  on  hand  to  witness  three  of 
our  friends  break  a  pipe  in  the  hospi- 
tal's disposal  system  which  marked  the 
end  of  28  years  service  on  the  part  of 
our  pump  and  our  engineers.  The  end 
of  worries  along  this  line  for  Sister 
Superior  and  the  engineer! 

A  Tragedy 

An  event  that  rated  in  importance 
with  the  above  was  the  completion  of 
the  auditorium  of  the  new  Church.  Two 
years  ago,  on  Good  Friday,  the  parish 
church  in  Vilna  was  razed  to  the 
ground.  Nothing  was  salvaged  from  the 
fire.  At  the  time,  it  seemed  impossible 
to  even  think  of  re-building  since  the 
costs  involved  would  be  too  much  for 
the  few  scattered  Roman  Catholics. 

However,  under  the  capable  guid- 
ance of  Father  Plucinski  and  Doctor 
Frobb,  meetings  were  held  and  groups 
organized,  and  soon  the  whole  parish 
was  enthused  over  the  project.  A  piece 


of  hospital  property  was  donated,  and 
two  of  the  parishioners  were  given 
charge  of  the  building— Paul  and  Ber- 
nard Dextraze.  Father  Dales,  C.Ss.R., 
of  "straw  church"  fame,  helped  draw 
up  the  plans  and  gave  valuable  advice. 
The  work  was  on  the  way!  It  pro- 
gressed so  well  that  Mass  was  said  in 
the  basement  on  the  first  Sunday  in 
May,  1954,  although  it  was  not  quite 
finished. 

. . .  and  a  Celebration 

It  was  to  celebrate  the  completion  of 
this  part  of  the  building  that  a  play  and 
minstrel  show  were  presented  a  short 
time  ago.  Before  the  show  began,  sup- 
per was  served  to  over  200  persons  by 
the  ladies  of  the  parish.  Then  followed 
two  short  plays  by  the  children  of  the 
Catechism  Class  and  by  Kildonan 
School,  and  a  rollicking  show,  "The 
Darkies  From  Way  Down  South",  pre- 
sented by  the  young  people  of  the 
parish. 

Everyone  is  looking  forward  to  a 
repetition  of  the  evening  which  proved 
so  entertaining  and  financially  helpful. 
The  zeal  of  the  people  of  Vilna  to 
erect  a  fitting  house  for  the  Lord  must 
be  truly  pleasing  to  Him. 


Healthy  Baby  Contest 

And  now  we  are  preparing  for  Hos- 
pital Day.  As  usual,  we  are  having  a 
Healthy  Baby  Contest.  All  babies  born 
within  the  last  year  in  our  hospital  are 
eligible.  Our  Auxiliary  serves  tea.  This 
year  tea  will  be  served  and  prizes  given 
in  the  new  church  basement.  We  are 
expecting  about  40  babies  and  have  no 
doubt  that  the  day  will  be  a  "howling" 
success! 


DOWN  BY  THE  SEA 
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the  departure  of  the  Portuguese  Fishing 
Fleet  for  the  Grand  Banks.  It  was  then 
blessed  and  crowned  in  Fatima  before 
being  placed  aboard  the  "Gil  Eannes" 
to  be  taken  to  Newfoundland. 

In  the  evening  we  watched  the  ships 
as  they  bobbed  on  the  tide.  Hundreds 
of  lights  twinkled  on  their  decks,  and 
echoes  of  Portuguese  folk  songs  and 
hymns  floated  up  the  hill. 

This  was  a  special  occasion.  It  only 
added  to  the  admiration  we  have  al- 
ways felt  for  these  intrepid  navigators 
who,  during  the  fishing  season,  dot  the 
streets  of  St.  John's  with  their  black  tams 
and  their  plaid  shirts  and  coats.  We 
went  to  sleep  on  the  night  of  May  27th 
as  the  evening  stillness  was  broken  by 
their  song,  and  it  made  us  feel  happy 
and  secure  when  we  thought  that  there 
were  people  in  the  world  who  lived 
their  faith  so  intensely  and  so  joyously. 
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quite  out  of  one's  depth.  It  is  a  breath- 
takingly  beautiful  example  of  pure 
Gothic.  The  windows  are  among  the 
most  perfect  in  America  with  stained 
glass  from  Munich  and  Cologne.  Per- 
haps the  simplest  and  most  reverential 
way  of  describing  it  is  to  say  that  it  is 
a  perfect  prayer  because  its  chaste 
beauty  raises  one's  heart  to  God  in 
adoration,  thanksgiving  and  love. 

On  this  particular  Sunday,  Bishop 
Mulloy  was  pontificating  at  a  low  Mass 
for  the  College  and  Nursing  students, 
the  Legion  of  Mary,  the  various  parish 
sodalities  of  Northern  Kentucky.  There 
are  several  Pontifical  "Vocation" 
Masses,  as  they  are  called,  throughout 
the  Diocese  during  March  each  year.  I 
will  never  forget  this  particular  occa- 
sion; the  setting  and  the  ceremony  were 
perfect  and  so  was  the  choir — from  the 
first  note  of  Palestrina's  "Adoramus 
Te"  right  through  to  "O,  Virgin  Moth- 
er, Lady  of  Good  Counsel"  sung  by  a 
Grade  IV  boy  with  a  voice  like  a  bell 
and  a  delightful  Southern  accent. 

By  Monday  we  felt  quite  at  home 
and  comfortable.  We  were  gleefully 
assuring  everyone  we  met  that  the 
weather  in  Covington  was  much  colder 
than  the  weather  we  had  left  in  Toron- 
to, but  we  had  a  hard  time  convincing 
people;  they  all  knew  that  there  is 
neither  mild  nor  warm  weather  in  Can- 
ada! Then  we  got  a  glimpse  of  our  pro- 
gram for  the  duration  of  our  stay  and 
ye  old  butterflies  started  into  their  flut- 
tering again.  We  were  scheduled  to 
visit  all  the  Catholic  schools  in  North- 
ern Kentucky,  then  we  would  journey 
farther  south  and  visit  as  many  schools 
as  possible  there.  The  question  marks 
which  first  appeared  in  Toronto  now 
reappeared.  What  would  the  reaction 
to  us  be? 
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We  need  not  have  worried.  There 
were  three  factors  in  our  favour.  The 
first  I  have  already  mentioned — the 
traditional  Southern  hospitality.  The 
second  is  the  predominance  of  Catho- 
lics in  Northern  Kentucky  and  the  re- 
sultant Catholic  atmosphere  of  that  sec- 
tion of  the  State.  The  third  is  the 
vocation-mindedness  of  the  youth  due, 
undoubtedly,  to  Bishop  Mulloy's  in- 
tensive vocation  program. 

Bishop  MuUoy's  Vocation 
Program 

It  would  not  be  proper  to  merely 
pass  over  this  vocation  program  with  a 
single  sentence.  March,  which  is  Vo- 
cation Month  anywhere,  is  notably  so 
in  Covington,  and  has  been  since  His 
Excellency's  appointment  to  the  Dio- 
cese ten  years  ago.  In  the  tenth  annual 
issue  of  "Crossroads",  which  is  pub- 
lished every  March  by  the  Diocese  of 
Covington,  Bishop  Mulloy  has  this  to 
say: 

"More  than  ever  before  we  need 
to  dedicate  ourselves  to  the  great 
work  that  we  have  been  concen- 
trating our  interest  upon  for  the 
past  ten  years.  We  need  to  renew 
our  great  zeal  for  seeking  out 

A  POOR  MAN  IS  ONE  WHO 


those  souls  among  our  youth  in 
which  God  has  placed  the  price- 
less treasure  of  a  vocation  to 
the  priesthood  or  the  religious  life. 
In  so  doing  we  shall  not  pass  by 
those  young  men  and  women 
whom  God  has  called  to  the  state 
of  marriage  or  the  state  of  single 
blessedness  in  the  world.  Perhaps 
no  other  work  on  behalf  of  our 
young  people  is  more  urgent  at 
this  moment  than  that  of  helping 
them  to  learn  their  place  in  God's 
design  for  His  greater  honour  and 
glory  and  for  the  salvation  of 
souls." 

Thus  we  have  the  motivation  behind 
the  vocation  program,  a  program  which 
has  tangible  results.  In  the  Diocese 
there  is  a  standing  Bishop's  Lay  Com- 
mittee on  Vocations,  whose  function  is 
to  foster  and  sponsor  vocations,  espe- 
cially to  the  priesthood.  During  March 
each  year  there  is  a  Vocation  Essay 
Contest,  there  is  the  annual  issue  of 
"Crossroads",  a  publication  designed 
to  alert  the  youth  of  the  Diocese  to  the 
importance  of  the  proper  choice  of  a 
state  of  life  and  to  acquaint  them  with 
the  works  of  the  various  communities 
of  men  and  women  at  work  in  the 
Diocese. 

There  are  also  the  Vocation  Days 
in  various  parts  of  the  Diocese,  a  par- 
ticular feature  of  which  is  the  Voca- 
tion Mass  at  which  the  Most  Reverend 
Bishop  pontificates.  The  locale  of  the 
Vocation  Days  is  arranged  so  as  to 
allow  the  greatest  possible  number  of 
students  from  Grade  VII  up  through 
High  School,  College,  Nursing  School, 
etc.,  to  attend.  His  Excellency  preaches 
at  each  Vocation  Mass,  following 
which  a  Discussion  Group  convenes. 
We  were  pleased  to  have  the  privilege 
of  attending  one  such  group  during  our 
stay.  The  Group  is  composed  of  dele- 
gates from  each  school  represented, 

AS  NOTHING  BUT  \iONEY 
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representatives  of  the  various  Sister- 
hoods teaching  in  the  schools,  a  priest 
discussion  leader  and  the  Most  Rever- 
end Bishop. 

Previous  to  the  Vocation  Day  there 
has  been  discussion  in  each  school  of 
topics  relative  to  vocation  in  general 
and  the  three  states  of  life  in  particu- 
lar. The  delegates  are  thus  equipped  to 
voice  the  opinions  of  their  own  school. 
Following  the  Vocation  Day  discus- 
sion, the  delegates  return  to  their 
schools  with  the  opinions  of  the  whole 
group  for  further  discussion.  We  were 
impressed  by  the  seriousness  with 
which  the  young  people  regarded  Vo- 
cation as  God's  Will  for  them.  As  one 
Sister  explained:  "The  program  is  cer- 
tainly increasing  vocations  to  the  priest- 
hood and  the  religious  life.  But  its 
greatest  effect  may  be  in  the  next  gen- 
eration when  these  young  people  will 
be  the  parents.  Their  whole  attitude,  as 
parents,  will  be  entirely  different  to  the 
attitude  of  many  parents  today.  They 
will  be  thinking  and  praying  in  terms 
of  vocations  in  their  own  families." 

We  were  tremendously  impressed 
with  this  program.  We  would  like  to 
congratulate  His  Excellency  Bishop 
Mulloy  on  his  splendid  leadership.  We 
pray  that  God  may  give  him  length  of 
days  in  which  to  continue  the  work  so 
well  begun. 

Faith  and  Zeal  of  American 
Catholics 

Hugh  McLennan,  the  contemporary 
Canadian  writer,  says  that  Canadians 
are  probably  the  only  people  in  the 
world  who  look  upon  the  Americans 
with  admiration  untinged  with  envy. 


There  is  probably  a  great  deal  of  truth 
in  that  statement  as  regards  Canadians 
and  Americans  generally,  but  Cana- 
dian Catholics  may  well  envy  the  ener- 
gy and  self-sacrificing  zeal  of  their 
Catholic  neighbours.  The  Catholic 
schools  in  the  U.S.A.  are  an  enduring 
monument  to  the  faith  of  the  American 
Catholic  people.  There  is  no  Govern- 
ment support  or  subsidizing  of  the 
parochial  schools  other  than  transpor- 
tation in  school  buses  and  the  availa- 
bility of  Government  surplus  food  for 
the  school  cafeterias.  But  every  parish 
has  its  own  school,  every  school  has  a 
vigorous  Mothers'  Club,  every  school 
of  any  size  has  a  well-planned  and 
well-managed  cafeteria.  In  the  cafe- 
teria the  children  receive  a  full  and 
balanced  meal  for  as  little  as  20  cents 
and  no  child  does  without  his  meal  be- 
cause he  cannot  afford  to  pay  for  it. 

One  can  only  admire  and  respect 
the  clergy,  upon  whom  the  lion's  share 
of  the  burden  of  building  and  main- 
tenance falls;  the  Sisters  who  give 
themselves  so  wholeheartedly  for  so 
very  little  as  this  world  judges;  the 
laity  who  stand  solidly  behind  their 
pastors  and  their  teaching  Sisters  in 
providing  the  children  with  a  Catholic 
education. 

The  children — they  were  "precious" 
as  the  Kentuckians  would  say.  So  pre- 
cious were  they  that  our  Sister  Editor 
has  promised  to  make  space  available 
in  the  next  issue  of  the  "Field  at 
Home"  so  we  can  tell  you  about  them. 
So,  thank  you  for  reading  thus  far;  we 
hope  to  meet  you  again  in  the  next 
issue. 
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THE  ROSARY  OF  OUR  LADY.  By 

Msgr.  Romano  Guardini.  P.  J.  Ken- 
edy &  Sons  (McClelland  and  Stewart 
Limited,  25  Hollinger  Road,  Toron- 
to 16,  Ont.)  $2.95. 

This  little  book  contains  the  thoughts 
of  an  eminent  German  theologian  on 
the  Rosary.  It  is  divided  into  two  parts: 
"Form  and  Meaning  of  the  Rosary  De- 
votion" and  "Short  Interpretation  of 
the  Mysteries".  The  explanations  are 
clear  and  precise;  the  meditations 
"Mary-centered"  and  thought-provok- 
ing. 

A  uniform  simplicity  of  presenta- 
tion runs  through  the  pages  which  are 
addressed  "to  those  to  whom  the  Ro- 
sary is  familiar,  those  who  regard  the 
Rosary  as  something  foreign  or  to 
others  who  reject  it".  Obviously,  in  a 
book  of  94  pages,  someone  is  going  to 
be  disappointed.  For  those  who  are 
familiar  with  the  Rosary,  it  is  difficult 
to  be  reconciled  to  the  fact  that  nothing 
is  mentioned  of  St.  Dominic,  Lepanto, 
or  Fatima. 

MEDITATIONS  OF  A  BELIEVER. 

By  Marcel  Legaut.  Alfred  A.  Knopf 

(McClelland  and  Stewart  Limited, 
25  Hollinger  Road,  Toronto  16, 
Ont.)  $4.25. 

This  book  pulses  with  the  heart  of 
present-day  French  Catholicism.  Con- 
scious and  proud  heirs  of  a  great  spiri- 
tual past,  such  men  as  Bloy,  Claudel 
and  Maritain  have  borne  brilliant  and 
powerful  testimony  to  their  heritage. 
"Meditations  of  a  Believer"  might  well 
be  the  thought  of  all  of  them  distilled 
in  pages  moving  and  uplifting.  The  life 
of  Christ  and  its  meaning  for  our  times 
is  the  basis  of  the  "Meditations",  mak- 
ing this  book  ideal  for  the  modern 
Christian. 

Lest  anyone  be  wary  of  a  book  of 


meditations  by  a  layman,  it  bears  the 
Imprimatur  of  Cardinal  Spellman. 

THE  VIRTUE  OF  LOVE.  By  Paul  de 
Jaegher,  S.J.  P.  J.  Kenedy  &  Sons 

(McClelland  and  Stewart  Limited,  25 
Hollinger  Road,  Toronto  16,  Ont.) 
$3.50. 

Another  meditation  book,  this  time 
by  the  well-known  and  experienced 
spiritual  writer,  Father  Paul  de  Jae- 
gher S.J.  Following  the  Ignatian  meth- 
od, the  book  is  designed  to  increase  in 
the  reader  the  supernatural  virtue  of 
charity.  One  receives  from  Father  de 
Jaegher  solid  and  practical  explana- 
tions and  development  of  those  aspects 
of  spiritual  life  which  flower  from  a 
persistent  growth  of  this  virtue.  Those 
familiar  with  Father  de  Jaegher"s  pre- 
vious works — "One  With  Jesus"  and 
"The  Virtue  of  Trust" — will  be  eager 
to  add  this  book  to  their  libraries. 

THE  QUALITY  OF  QUIROS.  By 

Robert  Raynolds.  The  Bobbs-Merrill 
Company  Inc.  (McClelland  and 
Stewart  Limited,  25  Hollinger  Road, 
Toronto  16,  Ont.)  $4.25. 

A  slow-moving  novel  of  the  turbu- 
lent latter  half  of  the  16th  century.  The 
story  gains  momentum  towards  the  end 
of  the  book  in  the  evolving  of  the  prin- 
ciple that  the  conquest  of  evil  in  the 
world  must  begin  with  the  self-conquest 
of  each  individual.  The  Spanish  Inqui- 
sition makes  an  inglorious  appearance. 
It  would  be  well  for  readers  to  remem- 
ber a  fact  which  the  author,  in  places, 
seems  to  forget— that  the  Spanish  In- 
quisition was  a  political  rather  than  an 
ecclesiastical  institution  which  fre- 
quently asserted  its  independence  of 
Rome,  which  twice  imprisoned  St.  Ig- 
natius Loyola  and  even  denounced  St. 
Teresa  of  Avila. 
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The  Hour  of 

Decision 

An  hour  comes  in  everyone's  life  when  the  road  map 
of  his  life  is  unfolded.  He  clearly  sees  the  route  he  is  to 
follow  to  reach  his  destiny.  This  is  the  hour  of  decision.  It 
comes  in  the  springtime  of  life  when  everything  is  so  fresh 
and  inviting. 

In  the  life  of  a  young  girl  that  age  when  her  woman- 
hood is  blossoming  forth  is  known  as  "sweet  sixteen".  She 
has  then  all  the  freshness  and  sweetness  of  a  delicate 
flower.  How  soon  comes  "valiant  seventeen".  With  it  comes 
more  maturity.  The  lines  of  her  character  become  deeply 
etched  and  sharply  featured.  This  is  the  age  of  decision. 

What  will  that  decision  be?  It  will  affect  her  whole  life 
for  better  or  for  worse.  In  that  hour  of  decision,  will  she 
think  of  the  Divine  Master's  invitation,  "Come  Follow  Mel"? 
In  our  own  dear  Country  so  many  souls  are  lost  because 
there  are  so  many  disinterested.  The  Sisters'  of  Service 
special  mission  is  to  go  in  search  of  the  most  abandoned. 

GALLANT  SEVENTEEN!  We  are  waiting  for  your  co- 
operation.   LET  THIS  BE  YOUR  HOUR  OF  DECISION! 
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The  Sou 


ol  d  Child 


The  soul  of  a  child  is  the  loveliest  flower 
That  grows  in  the  garden  of  God; 

It  climbs  from  weakness  to  knowledge  and  power 
To  the  sky,  from  the  clay  and  the  sod. 

To  beauty  and  sweetness,  it  grows  under  care. 

Neglected,  'tis  ragged  and  wild; 
'Tis  a  plant  that  is  tender  and  wondrously  rare. 

The  sweet  wistful  soul  of  a  child. 

Be  tender,  O  gardener,  and  give  it  its  share 
Of  moisture,  of  warmth  and  of  light. 

And  let  it  not  lack  for  painstaking  care 
To  protect  it  from  frost  and  blight. 

A  glad  day  shall  come  when  its  bloom  shall  unfold 
It  will  seem  than  an  angel  has  smiled. 

Reflecting  a  beauty  and  sweetness  untold 
In  the  sensitive  soul  of  a  child. 

In  the  breast  of  a  bulb  is  a  promise  of  spring. 
In  the  little  blue  egg  is  a  bird  that  will  sing. 
In  the  soul  of  a  seed  is  the  hope  of  the  sod, 
In  the  soul  of  a  child  is  the  kingdom  of  God. 
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AFTER  THIRTY-FIVE  YEARS 

RECENTLY  I  was  thumbing  through  the  faded  pages  of  my  book,  "Catholic 
Problems  in  Western  Canada",  published  in  1920.  I  realized  how  years 
have  passed  rapidly  and  how  many  changes  have  taken  place.  I  was  trying  to 
rekindle  that  fire  which  made  me  write  these  pages  for  our  Catholic  people. 

The  purpose  of  the  book  was  to  enlighten  the  Catholic  clergy  and  laity 
to  the  responsibilities  with  which  the  Church  was  faced  at  that  time.  "Problems 
are  only  solved  by  those  who  understand  them  and  grasp  their  vital  importance." 
I  was  convinced  that  the  problems  of  the  Church  in  Western  Canada  were  also 
the  problems  of  Canada  itself.  Our  future  national  prosperity  was  involved 
in  the  development  of  those  new  Provinces  beyond  the  Lakes,  two  of  which  are 
celebrating  this  year  their  Golden  Jubilee. 

It  is  but  natural  that  after  so  many  years  one  loves  to  revaluate  conditions. 
Tremendous  changes  have  taken  place,  all  for  the  better  and  for  the  welfare  of 
Mother  Church.  Dioceses  have  been  multiplied;  more  native  clergy  have  come 
to  the  ranks  of  our  priesthood;  religious  orders  have  increased  their  foundations; 
a  noticeable  impact  of  Catholic  influence  has  been  made  in  several  State 
universities;  Catholic  hospitals  have  grown  in  our  large  cities.  The  life  of  the 
Church  is  blossoming  forth  and  shows  today  great  vitality. 

The  foundation  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  prompted  by  these  very 
pressing  problems  which  centered  around  immigration.  This  humble  Institute 
is  offering  its  little  contribution  towards  their  happy  solution. 

When  confronted  with  the  facts  as  we  see  them  today,  one  cannot  under- 
estimate the  importance  of  the  Catholic  Church  Extension  Society.  I  have 
followed  its  developments  from  the  first  years  of  its  existence.  I  have  known  all 
its  Presidents.  This  Society  has  been  a  bulwark  of  the  Church  and  one  of  the 
strong  factors  in  her  great  development  beyond  the  Lakes.  Many  parishes,  now 

OUR  PATIENCE  WILL  ACHIEVE  MORE  THAN  OUR  FACE. 
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fully  developed,  have  had  their  origin  in  the  Httle  wooden  Chapel  built  by 
Church  Extension.  And  how  helpful  has  been  its  Auxiliary!  So  many  times 
these  good  ladies  have  prepared  layettes  for  our  Eucharistic  Saviour  in  lonely 
Bethlehems  of  the  West.  May  God  bless  this  apostolic  endeavour  of  which  the 
Church  in  Canada  is  so  proud! 

The  problems  of  Western  Canada  are  still  with  us.  It  is  true  pioneering 
days  in  many  parts  of  the  West  are  over.  But  recently  the  influx  of  New-Cana- 
dians has  to  a  large  extent  re-created  them. 

In  the  shifting  tides  of  human  events,  moral  problems  remain  more  or 
less  the  same.  It  is  often  a  matter  of  emphasis.  This  has  been  very  noticeable  in 
the  poUtical  life  of  the  West.  This  in  itself  would  prove  a  very  interesting  study. 
New  social  forces  have  come  to  the  front.  But  for  us,  the  Catholic  Church  is 
the  only  thing  that  matters.  This  is  more  accentuated  as  one,  like  myself,  views 
the  problems  in  the  twilight  of  eternity.* 


*There  are  a  few  copies  of  "Catholic  Problems"  still  available.  If  you 
would  like  to  read  the  book,  write  to  The  Field  at  Home,  2  Wellesley  Place, 
Toronto  5,  Ontario. 


HIS  HOLINESS,  POPE  PIUS  XII,  has  founded  a  Pontifical  Society  to  Pro- 
mote Vocations  to  the  Religious  Life  through  works  of  piety,  penance  and 
charity.  The  new  society  is  under  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Sacred  Congregation 
for  Religious.  Prospective  membership  in  the  new  association  includes  congre- 
gations, secular  institutes,  existing  vocation  units,  and  individual  members  of 
the  clergy  and  laity  particularly  interested  in  vocation  work. 

Recommended  works  of  piety  for  the  society  are  special  daily  prayers  as 
well  as  fast  and  abstinence  on  the  vigils  of  the  Assumption  and  Christmas, 
offered  for  vocations.  The  Pope  suggested  also  that  the  sick  offer  up  their  suf- 
ferings on  a  special  day  for  religious  vocations. 

Announced  in  the  official  publication  "Ordinances  of  the  Holy  See",  the 
association  was  outlined  in  a  Motu  Proprio,  a  document  emanating  from  the 
Holy  Father  himself,  which  appeared  in  the  Acta  Apostolicae  Sedis,  official 
Vatican  publication. 


WISHING  YOURSELF  IN  SOMEONE  ELSE'S  SHOES  IS  A 
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Joy!  Joy!  Joy!  It's  gladsome  news  we're  bringing 
Joy!  Joy!  Joy!  Our  happy  hearts  are  singing 
Joy!  Joy!  Joy!  Our  merry  voices  ringing, 
Gladness  greet  this  jubilee. 

SUCH  WAS  THE  joyous  refrain  of 
a  gathering  of  Sisters  of  Service,  on 
August  15th,  to  celebrate  the  Silver 
Jubilee  of  Religious  Profession  of  Sister 
Margaret  Morgan,  Superior.  High 
Mass  was  offered  in  the  Convent 
Chapel,  2220  Cameron  Street,  Regina, 
by  Reverend  Joseph  Deutscher,  of 
Holy  Rosary  Cathedral,  during  which 
the  Sisters  sang  the  Gregorian  Proper 
for  the  Mass  of  the  Assumption  of  Our 
Lady,  closing  with  the  glorious  "Te 
Deum". 

Sister  Morgan's  twenty-five  years  of 
religious  life  have  been  spent  in  the 


western  provinces.  Sister  was  in  Winni- 
peg and  Edmonton,  previous  to  coming 
to  Regina.  For  the  past  18  years,  she 
has  been  one  of  the  "silent  teachers"  of 
religion  by  correspondence,  whose  task 
it  is  to  bring  the  knowledge  of  Our 
Holy  Faith  to  those  who  live  too  far 
from  a  church  or  priest  to  receive  regu- 
lar instruction. 

Congratulations  and  best  wishes  Sis- 
ter Morgan!  May  you  be  spared  many 
years  to  continue  your  great  work  of 
apostolic  service  in  bringing  more  souls 
closer  to  Christ. 


RETREAT  AND  PROFESSIONS 


IN  TORONTO 

OUR  RETREAT  was  opened  at  the 
Novitiate  on  August  6th.  Father 
Bergin,  O.M.I.,  the  retreat  master, 
gave  us  a  general  and  complete  picture 
of  the  religious  life,  outlying  its  privi- 
leges, obligations  and  practices. 

On  the  Feast  of  Our  Lady's  Assump- 
tion, August  15,  the  Profession  cere- 
mony was  held  in  the  Novitiate  chapel. 
High  Mass  was  sung  by  Reverend  E. 
J.  DowHng,  S.J.,  our  Chaplain.  The 
altar  was  beautifully  decorated  with 
yellow  mums  and  the  choir  sang  the 
beautiful  Mass  "Signum  Magnum". 


Sister  Patricia  Burke,  St.  John's. 
Nfld.,  and  Sister  Jacqueline  Saucier, 
Sarnia,  Ont.,  pronounced  their  first 
vows;  while  Sister  Salvatrice  Liota, 
Hamilton,  Ont.  and  Sister  Rita 
Deighen,  Summerside,  P.E.I.,  made 
perpetual  vows. 

We  felt  privileged  to  have  Father 
Daly  with  us  on  this  occasion.  Ill  health 
had  prevented  him  from  assisting  at  the 
profession  ceremony  in  February.  Our 
beloved  Father's  words  after  the  cere- 
mony reminded  us  to  renew  our  high 
ideals  and  to  give  ourselves  whole- 
heartedly to  our  missionary  vocation. 


SURE  SIGN  THAT  YOU  CAN'T  STAND  ON  YOUR  OWN  FEET. 
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CAMP  MORTON  is  a  little  settle- 
ment on  the  eastern  shore  of  Lake 
Winnipeg,  about  sixty  miles  north  of 
the  City  of  Winnipeg.  It  is  a  place  of 
natural  beauty,  a  peaceful  spot  with  its 
birds,  woods  and  blue  skies.  From  our 
Convent  windows,  we  can  see  the  Lake, 
a  thing  of  ever-changeing  tints  and 
shades. 

It  is  here  that  immigrants  from  Gal- 
acia  settled  a  little  more  than  fifty  years 
ago;  and  it  is  here  that  the  Sisters  of 
Service  have  served  in  the  public 
schools  for  thirty  years. 

The  Present  Set-up 

At  present,  we  are  a  happy  "family" 
of  four  Sisters.  Each  morning  three  of 
us  go  out  to  teach,  leaving  to  one  Sister 
the  care  of  the  Convent  with  its  Preci- 
ous Guest — and  many  duties.  A  mile 
west  of  Camp  Morton,  our  black  Chev- 
rolet (often  mud-spattered)  comes  to  a 
stop  as  one  Sister  gets  out  at  King  Ed- 
ward School  No.  1 .  Many  of  the  pupils 
here  are  grandchildren  of  the  above- 
mentioned  settlers,  and  the  others  are 
Icelandic  in  origin. 

We  proceed  another  two  miles,  and 
arrive  at  King  Edward  No.  2,  a  rural 
school  much  like  the  first.  Here  again 
are  shyly  smiling  faces  and,  "May  I 
carry  Sister's  books?"  The  polite  third 
person  singular  is  used,  handed  down 
doubtlessly  from  their  European  grand- 
parents. 

A  drive  of  three  and  half  miles  more, 
and  the  third  Sister  is  at  the  new 
Berlo  school.  This  is  the  end  of  the  line. 
Usually  Sister  picks  up  several  children 
along  the  way.  Sometimes  she  brings 
mail  or  a  few  groceries  for  the  settlers 
as  it  is  not  every  day  that  these  people 
drive  out  to  Camp  Morton.  Mornings, 
when  the  snow  is  deep  or  the  mud  is 
"gooey".  Sister  breathes  a  prayer  of 
gratitude  when  she  hits  Berlo!  When 
the  roads  are  blocked.  Sister  stays  in 


THEN  .  .  . 

AND 

NOW 

AT  CAMP  MORTON 


Berlo  with  a  kind  Ukrainian  Lady,  and 
the  other  two  Sisters  walk  to  school. 

Some  School  Activities 

In  May  of  this  year,  the  4-H  Sewing 
Clubs  had  their  Achievement  Days  at 
Camp  Morton  and  at  Berlo.  The  fruit 
of  many  hours  work  was  put  on  display 
for  all  the  mammas  (and  papas  too). 
Each  Club  put  on  a  program  of  dances 
and  songs,  and  the  highlight  of  the  eve- 
ning was  the  Fashion  Show.  All  the 
young  ladies,  ten  years  and  up,  model- 
led their  aprons,  dresses,  skirts,  dusters 
and  scuffs.  It  seems  that  nobody  wears 
a  "housecoat  and  slippers"  these  days; 
they  wear  "dusters  and  scuffs"!  A  few 
days  later,  the  4-H  Clubs  attended  a 
rally  at  Stonewall,  Manitoba.  Our 
members  had  an  opportunity  to  see 
other  clubs  in  action,  and  to  participate 
in  the  judging,  etc. 

School  picnics  brought  the  school 
year  to  a  hectic  but  satisfying  close. 
The  Pet  Show  has  becomes  an  annual 
event  at  No.  1  School  picnic,  and  it 
gets  better  every  year!  There  actually 
were  "kittens  with  mittens",  puppies 
in  doll  carriages,  hens  wearing  hats, 
and  best  of  all,  a  real  live  Shetland 
pony. 


ALL  OF  US  WORK  FO^  THE  GOVERNMENT 
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Sr.  Renaud 
and 

4  -  H  Boys 
with  their 
Model  Farm 


Different  Ways  to  Fish 

In  this  Lake  area,  you  may  see  fish- 
ermen going  out  every  day  in  their 
boats,  for  fishing  has  become  an  indus- 
try of  importance  in  these  parts.  Away 
back  in  1875,  Icelandic  settlers  made 
their  homes  along  the  lakeshore,  and 
our  fishermen  today  are  descendants 
of  those  hardy  sea-faring  people.  The 
Sisters  of  Service  do  a  bit  of  fishing 
too!  The  kind  we  catch  are  "the  little 
ones" — but  we  never  throw  them  back! 

Religious  Vacation  Schools  are  our 
summer  fishing  grounds.  All  during 
July  and  during  the  first  week  of  Au- 
gust, two  Sisters  drove  out  each  day  to 
the  surrounding  missions  to  teach  cate- 
chism, and  returned  to  Camp  Morton 
each  night.  We  were  at  Felsendorf  and 
Fraserwood  during  the  first  two  weeks 
and  at  Meleb  and  Finns  during  the 
third  and  fourth.  The  fifth  week  was 
spent  at  the  Hungarian  mission  of 
Riverton. 

In  spite  of  the  fact  that  many  of  the 
children  in  these  outlying  districts  re- 
ceive little  or  no  religious  education 
during  the  year  (or  perhaps  because  of 
this  fact),  they  drink  in  eagerly  all  we 


can  teach  in  these  short  sessions.  Once 
in  a  while  they  beat  us  to  the  punch! 
Here  is  an  example.  It  was  a  lesson  on 
some  of  the  wonderful  miracles  of  Our 
Lord.  The  children  were  shown  pic- 
tures and  heard  how  Jesus  had  met  a 
blind  man  and  made  him  see,  a  deaf 
man  and  made  him  hear,  a  lame  man 
and  made  him  walk.  "Then",  said  I, 
"Jesus  met  a  man  who  was  dumb". 
Denis  waved  an  excited  hand.  "I  know, 
I  know.  Sister.  Jesus  made  him  smart"! 

Back  to  School 

Now  vacation  days  are  over,  and  it's 
back  to  school  we  go  after  a  practical 
and  refreshing  retreat  given  by  Rev.  A. 
Pianfetti,  S.J.  Busy  days  lie  ahead  for 
the  Sisters  who  teach  and  the  Sister 
who  keeps  the  home  fires  burning.  The 
three  R's  will  be  the  order  of  the  day, 
though  Grandpa  might  not  recognize 
them  in  their  modern  attire.  But  new 
trends  and  all,  the  main  interest  in  our 
teaching  will  be  the  immortal  soul  of 
every  child  in  our  care,  and  our  dearest 
hope  is  that  when  the  "Final  Examina- 
tion" comes,  our  pupils  will  all  pass! 


BUT  ONLY  SOME  OF  US  GET  PAID  FOR  IT. 
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May  5,  1905— The  Birth  of  a  Colony 

Seven  men  filed  their  claims  in  the 
Humboldt  Land  Titles  Office  for  land 
south  of  St.  Peter's  Colony,  in  south 
central  Saskatchewan.  On  that  day  the 
Irish  Colony  was  born.  These  men 
brought  very  little  with  them,  except 
their  faith,  which  was  deep  and  loyal. 
Amid  untold  hardships,  and  under  the 
watchful  eye  of  Reverend  J.  C.  Sinnett, 
the  founder  of  the  settlement,  and  after 
whom  it  later  was  named,  the  struggling 
little  colony  grew.  Before  long  a  small 
log  church  was  erected,  and  the  pio- 
neers felt  the  reality  of  those  words 
from  the  Old  Testament:  "I  will  set 
my  tabernacle  in  the  midst  of  you:  and 
my  soul  shall  not  cast  you  off.  I  will 
walk  among  you  and  will  be  your  God: 
and  you  shall  be  my  people".  (Lev. 
26,  11-12). 

May  5,  1955— The  50th  Birthday  of 
the  Irish  Colony 

In  the  beautiful  church  of  St.  Igna- 
tius Loyola  at  Sinnett,  Sask.,  a  high 

WHENEVER  YOU  DISH  OUT  DIB 


Mass  was  offered  for  Father  Sinnett 
and  the  pioneers.  The  Reverend  Pastor 
and  his  people  offered  thanks  to  God 
for  the  graces  and  blessings  of  fifty 
years.  Because  of  unusually  wet  weath- 
er, it  was  necessary  to  go  to  church  by 
team. 

July  31,  1955 — Feast  of  SL  Ignatius 
Loyola 

The  recently  decorated  church  of 
St.  Ignatius  Loyola  was  thronged  with 
people  who  had  come  from  far  and 
near  to  celebrate  the  Golden  Jubilee  of 
the  parish.  A  procession,  led  by  the 
clergy,  slowly  wended  its  way  to  a 
newly-erected  cairn  on  the  hill  west  of 
the  cemetery.  This  beautiful  monument 
marks  the  site  of  the  first  Mass  in  the 
colony.  Right  Reverend  F.  Gerein, 
D.D.  Vicar  General  of  the  Archdiocese 
of  Regina,  blessed  the  oak  cross  and  re- 
minded the  peole  that  this  cross,  a  sign 
of  the  pioneers'  faith,  should  serve  as 
a  reminder  to  us  to  keep  aloft  the  torch 
of  faith.  Reverend  Father  Juzynic,  par- 

,  YOU  LOSE  A  LOT  OF  GROUND. 
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ish  priest  of  Sinnett  then  spoke  to  his 
people,  and  suggested  that  they  gather 
here  every  year  on  the  feast  of  St. 
Ignatius,  and  make  the  site  a  place  of 
pilgrimage.  Father  also  suggested  that 
a  Calvary  be  erected,  and  Stations  of 
the  Cross.  He  then  called  upon  Mr. 
A.  J.  MacEachern,  one  of  the  original 
seven  pioneers  to  help  in  the  unveiling 
of  the  monument. 

The  congregation,  returned  to  the 
church  in  procession  singing  "Holy 
God  we  Praise  Thy  Name".  A  High 
Mass  was  offered  by  the  Reverend 
Pastor  in  thanksgiving  for  the  blessings 
of  the  past  fifty  years.  Reverend  W. 
Dunphy,  R.C.A.F  chaplain  from  Tren- 
ton, Ontario,  and  a  former  pastor  of 
Sinnett  preached  an  eloquent  sermon. 
Father  reminded  the  people  how  gener- 
ously God  had  blessed  them  for  their 
faithfulness,  and  told  them  that  if  they 
continued  to  keep  God  in  their  midst 
they  would  be  "His  people".  At  the 
Offertory  the  choir  echoed  the  senti- 
ments of  everyone  with  the  singing  of 
Msgr.  Ronan's  inspiring  "Jubilate 
Deo".  After  Mass,  a  solemn  "Te 
Deum"  was  sung. 

A  banquet  was  held  in  Loyola 
School  to  honour  the  pioneers.  Two  of 
the  first  seven  pioneers,  Mr.  A.  J.  Mac- 


Eachern and  Mr.  Jack  Laverty  were 
present.  Speakers  recalled  the  early 
days  and  paid  tribute  to  the  glorious 
work  of  the  past.  The  rest  of  the 
day  was  given  over  to  the  usual  parish 
picnic.  The  whole  ceremony  was  a 
tribute  to  the  zeal  of  the  parish  priest 
and  the  whole  hearted  co-operation  be- 
tween pastor  and  people. 

This  Golden  Jubilee  was  a  hap- 
py day  for  the  Sisters  of  Service  too. 
It  had  always  been  Father  Sinnett's 
dream  to  have  Sisters  in  the  school. 
Fulfilling  this  dream,  the  Sisters  of 
Service  came  to  the  Irish  Colony  in 
1940.  The  present  school  set-up  in  the 
colony  is  the  result  of  the  rugged  pio- 
neering done  by  Sister  Catherine  Don- 
nelly and  her  successors  in  the  old 
Loyola  Continuation  School.  The  pres- 
ent students  of  Loyola  contributed  to 
the  Jubilee  celebration  by  writing  the 
history  of  the  Irish  Colony,  and  dedica- 
ting their  booklet  to  Father  Sinnett,  the 
founder  of  the  colony,  and  to  all  the 
loyal-hearted  pioneers. 

*    *  * 

Summer  Mission  Activities 
St.  Mary's — Lanigan 

After  the  close  of  school,  the  Sis- 
ters conducted  Vacation  school  classes 
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Archbishop  O'Neill  at  Sinnett 


in  St.  Mary's  Church  in  Lanigan.  The 
devotional  Httle  church,  recently  con- 
verted from  a  one  room  school,  is  the 
pride  of  the  Catholic  people  of  the 
Lanigan  area,  and  justly  so.  Two 
groups  of  children  were  busily  engaged 
in  preparing  for  First  Communion  and 
Confirmation.  On  Sunday,  July  10, 
eight  children  received  their  first  Holy 
Communion.  Five  of  these  happy 
youngsters  were  from  the  same  family. 
On  the  following  Saturday,  His  Grace, 
Archbishop  O'Neill,  solemnly  blessed 
the  new  church  of  St.  Mary's  and  dedi- 
cated it  to  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel. 

St.  Patrick's 

The  people  of  this  mission  church 
north  of  Sinnett  spent  part  of  the  month 
of  July  painting  their  church  in  pre- 
paration for  their  Golden  Jubilee  cele- 
bration on  August  7.  The  Sisters  gath- 
ered together  some  forty  children  from 
St.  Patrick's  Parish  for  a  week  of  vaca- 
tion school.  About  twelve  of  these  chil- 


dren were  prepared  for  Confirmation. 
The  children  of  St.  Patrick's  Parish  came 
to  catechism  faithfully,  some  on  foot, 
some  on  horseback,  some  with  horse 
and  buggy,  some  with  tractor  and  trail- 
er and  some  by  car.  Even  Ginger  the 
colt  came  regularly! 

On  Sunday,  August  7th,  the  parish- 
ioners of  St.  Patrick's  observed  the 
Golden  Jubilee  of  the  mission  and  the 
hundredth  anniversary  of  the  birth  of 
its  founder.  Father  J.  C.  Sinnett.  A 
large  wooden  cross  was  erected  over 
the  altar.  The  cross  was  blessed  by  Rt. 
Rev.  Abbot-Ordinary  Gertken  of  Muen- 
ster  before  the  Mass  of  the  day  which 
was  offered  by  the  pastor  Reverend  F. 
Juzynic  of  Sinnett.  His  Lordship 
preached  the  Jubilee  sermon,  and 
confirmed  eleven  boys  and  girls  and 
imparted  the  Papal  Blessing. 


St  Ignatius' — Sinnett 

On  July  1 6th,  His  Grace  Archbishop 
O'Neill  confirmed  a  class  of  twenty- 
five  in  St.  Ignatius'  Church  at  Sinnett. 
As  His  Grace  entered  the  church  the 
choir  sang  the  stirring  refrain  "Ecce 
Sacerdos  Magnus".  Archbishop  O'Neill 
talked  to  the  children,  giving  them  a 
deeper  understanding  of  the  Sacrament 
they  were  about  to  receive.  In  reply  to 
His  Grace's  question  "What  is  the  best 
way  to  keep  guard  over  your  tongue?" 
one  youngster  replied,  "Keep  it  behind 
your  teeth." 

Now  the  summer  has  ended  and  all 
the  beautiful  days  of  joy  and  song  and 
feasting  have  slipped  into  Eternity. 
One  can  be  excused  for  being  a  little 
wistful,  for  fiftieth  birthdays  do  not 
come  very  often,  and  this  was  a  glori- 
ous one.  Truly,  it  was  a  great  month 
for  the  Irish  and  for  all  who  had  the 
privilege  of  joining  in  their  festivities! 

\D  IS  STILL  THE  STAFF  OF  LIFE,  EVEN 
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A  TEACHER 
LEAVES 
THE  NORTH 


AT  ONE  OF  OUR  Alberta  Tea- 
chers' Association  banquets  in  the 
Peace  River  District,  the  guest  speaker 
was  a  faculty  member  from  the  Uni- 
versity of  Alberta.  It  was  his  first  visit 
to  our  North  country,  and  he  was  vastly 
amused  with  our  use  of  the  term  "going 
out",  which  to  us  simply  means  leaving 
the  North  country.  According  to  the 
speaker,  the  expression  implied  that 
we  were  the  only  ones  "in",  and  con- 
sequently the  rest  of  the  world  must  be 
"out"! 

After  nine  years  of  staying  "in",  it 
was  no  small  joy  to  be  going  "out"  for 
a  change,  "out"  meaning  East — and 
HOME.  I  was  leaving  Manning,  a 
town  of  about  1,000,  for  the  summer, 
after  a  full  and  heavy  teaching  year  at 
Holy  Rosary  School.  Such  a  trip  had 
to  be  planned  in  advance;  it  would  be 
senseless  to  miss  the  joy  of  anticipation! 
The  first  70  miles  have  to  be  taken  by 
bus;  there  is  no  other  choice.  Manning 
is  70  miles  south  of  the  Northwest 
Territories,  and  70  miles  north  of  the 


"Going  Out" 


-lurtesy  of  C.  P.  R. 
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railroad.  True,  planes  are  available,  but 
they  are  expensive.  And  why  hurry? 
Wasn't  this  going  to  be  a  holiday?  Why 
not  take  time  and  revel  in  unaccustomed 
scenery?  Enjoy  the  bus  ride!  Take  the 
new  C.P.R.  "Canadian"  from  Calgary 
— that's  the  way  to  travel!  And  a  boat 
trip  would  be  so  restful! 

Leaving  the  North 

By  the  beginning  of  June,  decisions 
were  made  and  reservations  booked. 
The  thirtieth  of  June  finally  came. 
Would  the  school  registers  and  reports 
balance  on  time  to  let  me  take  the  tri- 
weekly bus  at  2  o'clock?  It  would  seem 
not.  When  the  other  teachers'  reports 
were  right,  mine  were  wrong;  when 
mine  balanced,  someone  else's  did  not. 
It  looked  as  if  I  were  "in"  for  good! 
At  the  last  minute,  however,  the  things 
did  balance,  and  I  hurried  to  the  cafe 
which  serves  as  a  bus  terminal  in  our 
town. 

We  had  been  praying  for  rain  for 
six  weeks.  It  came  precisely  at  that 
moment!  It  does  not  take  much  rain 
to  turn  the  roads  of  the  North  into 
quagmires,  and  as  I  hurried  along  in 
excitement,  I  was  both  relieved  and 
grateful  when  one  of  the  High  School 
boys  happened  along  and  courteously 
offered  to  carry  my  baggage  to  the 
bus  for  me.  I  wondered  if  such  good 
manners  were  a  result  of  my  class  in 
Christian  courtesy  or  simply  of  his 
determination  to  make  sure  that  I  got 
out. 

Once  seated  in  the  bus,  I  thought  I 
could  forget  about  school;  I  closed  my 
eyes  and  thought  of  sleep.  It  was  not 
to  be,  however.  When  the  passengers 
came  back  from  the  restaurant,  four  in 
all,  two  of  them  were  teachers!  As  I 
feared,  it  was  shop-talk  for  70  miles 
until  the  town  of  Peace  River  came  into 
sight  in  all  its  beauty. 

Three  of  our  Sisters  are  stationed  at 

IF  YOU  DON'T  ^ 


Peace  River  but  I  found  no  one  at  the 
Convent.  I  went  over  to  the  school  and 
there  they  were — busily  working  on 
reports!  More  school  talk,  of  course! 
The  Sisters  stopped  their  bookkeeping 
long  enough  to  cook  supper  for  me  and 
to  see  me  on  the  train.  The  Northern 
Alberta  Railroad  runs  from  Hines 
Creek  to  Edmonton.  The  cars  are  not 
air-conditioned  and  it  is  a  rather  rocky 
ride.  My  315  miles  to  Edmonton  would 
take  about  15  hours. 

I  had  a  day  in  Edmonton  to  do  some 
needed  shopping.  I  saw  the  streets, 
stores,  elevators  and  escalators  in  a  new 
light.  I  could  imagine  the  impression 
they  would  make  on  Rosary's  primary 
pupils,  many  of  whom  have  never  even 
seen  a  train.  I  enjoyed  it,  but  oh,  the 
change  from  country  roads  to  city  side- 
walks! My  feet  cried  for  the  soil,  and 
there  was  a  fleeting  thought  that  even 
the  tantalizing  "Gumbo"  of  the  North 
was  preferable  to  unrelenting  cement. 

The  Stampeder 

The  "Stampeder"  is  the  crack  train 
from  Edmonton  to  Calgary.  The  track 
runs  many  miles  parallel  to  the  high- 
way. Many  of  the  cars  there  must  have 
been  travelling  at  least  70  miles  per 
hour.  Still  the  train  overtoook  and  pas- 
sed them.  In  spite  of  that,  it  did  not 
"stampede"  fast  enough.  I  arrived  at 
the  station  in  Calgary  just  on  time  to 
see  the  ultra-modern  "Canadian"  pul- 
ling out  on  its  way  East!  Did  you  ever 
have  a  like  experience?  What  a  "gone" 
feeling  it  gives  you! 

I  mournfully  took  my  way  to  the 
ticket  office  where  I  explained  my  pre- 
dicament. The  first  thing  the  clerk  did 
was  to  advise  the  conductor  that  my 
precious  Lower  6  would  be  free!  Every- 
one to  his  own  business!  Then  he  said 
to  me:  "You  know  the  "Canadian" 
doesn't  wait  a  minute  for  anything.  We 
never  guarantee  connections  with  it; 
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you'll  have  to  take  a  later  train."  I  ex- 
plained that  I  was  meeting  a  Sister  in 
Winnipeg,  and  that  from  there  on  reser- 
vations had  already  been  made  for  train 
and  boat.  He  stated  that  I  could  still 
make  it  by  taking  the  next  train,  but 
that,  unfortunately,  there  were  no 
berths  to  be  had.  There  was  nothing  he 
could  do.  I  asked  to  see  higher  author- 
ity. He  answered,  rather  sarcastically, 
that  there  was  a  District  Passenger 
Agent,  but  it  was  most  unlikely  that 
he  would  be  around  then  at  6:30  p.m. 
I  was  just  op-ening  my  mouth  to  protest 
when  he  opened  his  in  amazement. 
"Lady",  he  said,  "are  you  lucky!  There 
he  is  talking  to  the  Gateman". 

I  hurried  over  to  him  with  my  tale  of 
woe,  and  in  less  than  ten  minutes  he 
had  a  berth  for  me.  I  now  wanted  to 
wire  Winnipeg  so  that  the  Sisters  meet- 
ing the  "Canadian"  would  not  think 
me  lost.  The  agent  promised  to  wire 
for  me,  to  hold  the  boat  train  in  Winni- 
peg, if  necessary,  and  to  notify  the  Sis- 
ters. I  asked  for  confirmation  and  was 
told  that  I  would  receive  it  "after 
Regina".  The  train  I  caught,  called  the 
"Dominion"  is  almost  as  nice  as  the 
one  I  missed.  There  is  a  skyUner  on  it 
also,  and  better  still,  it  is  not  so 
crowded. 


More  Complications 

Regina  was  passed  by  noon  next  day, 
but  no  confirmation  of  the  wire  was 
received,  so  I  waylaid  the  sleeping-car 
conductor.  He  amiably  wired  at  Moosi- 
min,  and  we  expected  a  reply  at  Bran- 
don. No  reply  at  Brandon,  so  he  de- 
cided to  wire  again  at  Portage  La 
Prairie.  My  consternation  was  increas- 
ing. What  was  going  on  in  Winnipeg? 
Would  they  know  on  time  of  the 
change  in  plans?  Just  before  we  reached 
Portage,  the  conductor  came  into  the 
car  beaming  and  waving  his  arms. 
"Success",  he  said,  "Quinn  will  meet 
you  in  Winnipeg".  The  fact  that  he 
took  privileges  with  the  name  of  my 
Sister  General  was  a  bit  disconcerting, 
but  to  tell  the  truth,  it  was  a  secondary 
thought  at  the  time.  I  was  greatly  re- 
lieved. The  conductor  instructed  the 
porter,  "I'll  hold  the  boat  train  in  Win- 
nipeg and  you  see  that  she  gets  on  it". 
Our  train  was  scheduled  to  arrive  in 
Winnipeg  at  6:25,  and  the  boat  train 
to  leave  at  the  same  time. 

As  the  train  came  to  a  stop,  the  por- 
ter and  I  were  ready  for  a  sprint,  but 
the  District  Passenger  Agent  in  Winni- 
peg was  there,  frantically  waving  to  us 
to  stay  on!  What  now?  It  seemed  that 
Sister  Quinn  could  not  make  the  6:25; 
so  our  reservations  were  on  the  "Do- 
minion" instead  of  the  rather  shoddy 
boat  train.  The  only  drawback  was  that 
we  would  have  to  leave  the  train  at 
6  a.m.  at  Fort  William,  but  we  are  ac- 
customed to  early  rising.  I  was  thank- 
ful, just  the  same,  that  the  train  crew 
changed  at  Winnipeg.  I  am  sure  that 
the  former  conductor  and  porter  had 
had  enough  of  me. 

From  Fort  William  to  Toronto 

We  were  on  time  to  hear  Mass  in 
Fort  William.  Then  we  visited  with 
friends  who  kindly  drove  us  around  to 
(continued  on  page  31) 
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EXCUSES 

I'm  very, very  sorry  not  to  have  let  you 
hear  from  me  sooner.  And  also  that  I  have 
neglected  my  lessons  for  so  long.  But  I'll 
tell  you  what  happened.  I'm  married  now, 
and  I'm  very,  very  happy.  But  I'll  keep  on 
taking  my  lessons  if  I'm  allowed  to.  I 
married  a  nice  Catholic  boy  in  the  Church. 
I  hope  I  do  better  in  future. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Christina. 


I'm  sorry  we  did'nl  send  in  our  lessons 
sooner.  I  finished  my  lessons  llie  same  night 
we  got  them.  Nora  told  Elmer  so  many 
times,  but  some  how  he  always  forgets.  So 
we  are  sendine  the  lessons  without  Elmers. 


Yours  truly, 


Louise 


Thank  you  for  the  lessons.  I  am  sorry 
that  my  lessons  were  late,  but  you  see  we 
got  new  library  books  and  we  can  bring 
them  home  and  I  took  a  book  home  and  I 
can't  get  away  frome  it.  It  is  a  very  good 
book.  It  is  called  FOLK  TALES  OF  MANY 
LANDS  and  another  thing  we  are  putting 
an  opereta,  it  is  called  THE  SMILING  SIX- 
PENCE it  is  good  also 

Goodbye  for  now!  Love, 

Zane 

I  am  very  sorry,  that  my  lessons  were 
too  late.  But  you  see  my  mom  was  in  the 
hospital,  so  I  had  no  one  to  remind  me  to. 
Another  thing  is  that  I  did  not  have  very 
many  crayons  so  when  you  get  my  lesson 
you'll  see  that  I  did  not  have  two  crayons. 
I  hope  to  send  my  lessons  regularly. 

Tom 
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FROM  THE  PARENTS 

Bobby  gets  along  very  well  with  his  work 
and  I  don't  think  it  is  too  hard  for  him.  But 
he  is  not  a  child  who  is  interested  in  read- 
ing or  spelling.  All  that  comes  hard  for  him. 
But  one  thing  that  he  is  very  proud  of  is 
getting  his  own  mail,  and  to  get  mail  every 
week  in  his  name,  he  has  to  get  his  lesson 
away,  so  you  see  this  helps  him  in  learning 
his  religion  and  also  helps  him  to  learn  his 
words  which  helps  him  out  at  school. 

I  thank  you  very  much  for  making  this 
possible  for  my  son. 

Sincerely  yours. 

Alta. 

Thank  you  very  much  for  these  religious 
lessons  which  are  such  a  great  help  to  God's 
little  people.  I  most  sincerely  hope  that  we 
as  parents  too  are  doing  our  part  in  bring- 
ing these  souls  closer  to  God  and  His 
Mother. 

May  you  have  many  blessings  this  year. 
Please  pray  for  religious  vocations  for  our 
children. 

Sincerely, 

Alta. 

It  is  my  fault  that  the  boys'  lessons  have 
not  been  mailed  long  before  this.  I  wanted 
to  write  you  to  thank  you  for  them.  I  will 
help  them  as  much  as  I  can,  but  I  am  not  a 
Catholic  so  would  like  you  to  send  me  les- 
sons for  myself;  also  for  my  daughter,  Mar- 
garet, who  is  16  years  old  and  in  Grade  X. 
I  am  enclosing  a  postal  note  for  one  dollar 
and  will  send  more  from  time  to  time. 
Yours  sincerely. 

B.C. 

FROM  THE  SENIORS 

I  am  writing  to  tell  yous  that  I'm  getting 
married  on  June  14th.  I  would  like  to  con- 
tinue with  lessons  as  long  as  I  can.  I  wish 
everyone  of  the  Sisters  a  very  lovely  va- 
cation. 

Evelyn. 

I  was  surprised  to  learn  that  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Extreme  Unction  could  take  the 
place  of  the  Sacrament  of  Penance  in  the 
case  of  one  unconscious  and  dying.  It  is 
good  to  know  that — all  the  more  reason  to 
call  the  priest  in  case  of  sudden  death. 

Your  lessons  are  very  much  appreciated. 
How  do  you  manage  to  think  up  such  varied 
and  interesting  lessons.  Thank  you.  Please 
pray  for  me. 

Laura. 


I  wish  to  share  with  all  my  dear  friends 
the  vows  we  took  on  July  12,  when  I, 
Helena,  became  the  wife  of  Joseph.  Joseph 
is  a  good  Catholic  too  and  we  both  pray 
for  you  all  each  day,  that  your  work  may 
be  pleasing  to  God.  I  have  been  taught  a 
great  deal  about  our  Church  from  the  les- 
sons, and  I  wish  to  continue  them  to  the  end. 
Please  say  a  prayer  for  us  too  that  we  may 
have  a  blessed  married  life  always. 

With  fondest  thoughts,  may  God  bless  you 

Your  faithful  pupil, 

Helena. 

OF  DIFFERENT  THINGS 

Thank  you  for  my  lessons.  I  hope  you 
have  a  good  summer  and  I  hope  it  won't 
rain  like  last  year.  I  don't  think  it  will  rain 
like  last  year  but  God  knows  what  is  best 
he  ment  it  to  rain. 

Your  friend 

Karen 

Please  send  me  the  test  I  shold  done  last 
mont,  it  disapird  and  I'm  sorry  of  my 
negligence 

I  am  very  busy  nowadays.  I'm  trapping 
muskrats.  So  far  I've  got  48  of  them.  I 
hope  I'll  catch  more.  I'm  also  practising  an 
instrument  at  home  and  since  I'm  in  Grade 
eight,  I  usually  get  a  lot  of  homework.  I'll 
now  close  the  letter  since  I'm  very  busy 

Your  truly, 

Nicky 

In  1940  when  I  was  a  patient  at  the  Red 
Cross  in  Regina  one  of  you  came  to  teach 
us.  Now  it  is  many  years  ago  and  I  have  a 
boy  just  turned  six. 

I  would  like  to  get  little  booklets  about 
Jesus  and  God,  for  up  to  now  he  hasn't  been 
taught  except  his  prayers  and  he  aske  me, 
"Who's  God?"  Please  let  me  know  where  I 
can  get  these. 

Sask. 


From  Religious 
Correspondence  Schools 
in  Edmonton,  Regina  and 
Fargo,  N.D. 
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The  Winning  Float 


REGINA 

CATECHISTS 

REPORT 


THE  END  of  June  means  extra  ac- 
tivity in  our  house.  The  Correspond- 
ence School  office  has  been  closed,  and 
charts,  pictures  and  projects,  rain- 
coats, rubbers  and  toothbrushes  have 
been  checked  and  packed,  ready  for 
Summer  Vacation  School. 

July  2nd,  and  the  exodus  begins.  By 
bus,  car  or  train,  we  scatter  to  the 
outlying  districts  of  the  diocese  where 
eager  children  await  us.  We  gather 
them  together  in  school,  hall,  church 
or  farm  house,  and  for  a  week  or  two, 
young  hearts  drink  in  the  teachings  of 
our  Catholic  religion.  For  some  it  is 
an  introduction  to  the  faith  which  is 
their  heritage;  for  others,  a  continua- 
tion of  the  Correspondence  School;  for 
all,  it  is  a  time  of  grace. 

But  let  our  Sister  Catechists  tell  you 
about  it. 

^        ^  ^ 

"I  was  at  Qu'Appelle  on  Thursday, 
July  7th,  the  day  assigned  by  the 
Government  for  the  Saskatchewan  Jub- 
ilee celebrations.  As  far  as  summer 
school  was  concerned,  it  meant  merely 
a  free  day  for  the  children.  The  after- 
noon before  the  event,  some  of  the 
parishioners  suggested  to  Father  Phelan 
that  the  Church  take  an  active  part  in 
the  celebrations. 

During  the  afternoon  Catechetical 
session  on  Wednesday,  Father  visited 
the  classes  and  said  there  would  be 


Catechism  on  Thursday.  All  the  sur- 
prised faces  changed  to  broad  smiles 
when  Father  announced  that  we  were 
to  have  a  "Float"  in  the  parade  next 
day.  It  would  be  in  honour  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Rosary. 

Wednesday  evening  the  parishioners 
got  together  and  decorated  a  large 
car  with  a  trailer  in  Red,  White  and 
Blue.  I  was  handed  a  large  piece  of 
cardboard  and  asked  to  make  a  poster 
for  the  back  of  the  Float — "Immacu- 
late Conception  Church,  Qu'Appelle" 
on  the  top  line  in  four-inch  letters,  and 
"God  Bless  Saskatchewan"  underneath. 
I  was  aghast  at  the  task  confronting 
me  and  told  Father  I  had  never  made 
a  poster.  Father  said,  "Well,  try  it  Sis- 
ter". Try  it  I  did.  And  the  poster  was 
made! 

Thursday  at  10  a.m.  the  nicely 
decked  car  with  trailer  arrived  at  the 
Church.  Men  carried  Our  Lady's  statue 
from  her  prominent  place  in  the 
Church  to  the  safe  Shrine  at  the  back 
of  the  driver's  seat.  The  Shrine  was 
banked  with  beautiful  flowers.  On 
either  side  were  the  two  Junior  Cate- 
chists holding  lovely  bouquets  of 
flowers.  Facing  Our  Lady  were  the 
little  girls  in  their  white  dresses  and 
veils,  with  baskets  of  flowers  strewing 
petals  towards  Our  Lady. 

On  the  trailer  Father  Phelan  knelt 
with  a  Seminarian  at  his  right  and  two 
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sanctuary  boys  with  their  red  cassocks, 
and  all  with  surplices.  I  was  behind 
with  two  of  the  Senior  girls  on  either 
side.  At  the  back  were  little  boys 
holding  flags — all  facing  Our  Lady. 
Our  escort  car  was  a  new  one  and  the 
latest  model,  with  a  large  sign  in  front 
"Immaculate  Conception  Church,  Qu'- 
Appelle". 

The  Floats,  and  all  participating  in 
the  Parade,  met  on  a  long  street  near 
the  High  School.  At  a  given  signal, 
the  Parade  began  to  move.  Our  Church 
bell  rang,  and  we  recited  the  Rosary  as 
we  toured  the  Town  until  we  came  to 
the  outskirts  where  the  Parade  came 
to  a  stop  for  half  an  hour. 

Four  oflficious  looking  men,  with 
note  books  and  pencils,  walked  up  and 
down  the  street  judging  the  Floats  and 
other  entries.  To  our  surprise,  one  of 
the  men  handed  Father  a  Red  Ribbon 
with  the  inscription  "FIRST  PRIZE". 

After  all  the  prizes  were  distributed, 
the  Parade  continued  its  course  to  the 
efid  of  the  Fair  Grounds.  There  were 
thousands  of  spectators  from  the  Town 
and  from  nearby  districts  lined  up  on 
the  sidewalks. 

When  the  Parade  was  over,  Father 
Phelan  received  congratulations  from 
all  sides.  We  were  all  very  happy  about 
it.  It  really  was  a  wonderful  demonstra- 
tion of  Faith  in  a  non-Catholic  Town. 


Many  non-Catholics  remarked  how 
nice  it  was  that  our  Float  had  some 
meaning  to  it." 

^         ^  ^ 

"At  my  first  mission,  there  were 
forty-two  children.  Four  or  five  days  of 
rain  did  not  dampen  their  spirits  in 
the  least.  I  taught  in  the  school-room, 
and  it  was  a  pleasure  to  teach  children 
who  were  so  eager  to  learn.  The  last 
recess,  I  was  given  a  special  surprise! 
The  children  did  the  square  dance  they 
had  learned  for  the  Jubilee  Celebra- 
tions. One  of  the  older  boys  "called", 
and  those  taking  part  were  nine  and  ten 
years  of  age.  Time  to  leave  for  the 
next  mission.  Back  to  Regina  first — 
to  repack. 

It  is  further  north  this  time — and 
the  hottest  week  in  July!  Here  there 
were  eleven  for  First  Holy  Communion, 
and  I  was  happy  to  be  able  to  help 
prepare  four  of  the  boys,  who  on  ac- 
count of  road  conditions,  were  unable 
to  attend  classes  last  summer". 

^        ^  ^ 

"Through  the  persistent  zeal  of  the 
parish  priest,  two  brothers,  aged  15 
and  13,  were  brought  in  to  my  class 
each  day  of  the  Summer  School.  It  is 
hard  to  believe,  but  these  two  young 
lads  had  received  no  religious  instruct- 
ion, and  it  was  with  great  reluctance 
(continued  on  page  27) 


THING  ABOUT  SOMETHING  NO  ONE  CARES  ABOUT. 


OCTOBER  1955 


PAGE  FIFTEEN 


IN  THE  HEART  OF  THE  ROCKIES" 

KOOTENAY 
MISSION 


THE  LOCALE  .  .  . 


THE  TRAIN  is  winding  its  tortuous 
way  high  up  the  mountain,  some 
3,976  feet  above  sea  level.  With  Nelson 
behind  us  and  Vancouver  beckoning 
homeward,  it  would  seem  a  good  time 
to  re-live  the  month  of  July  and  our 
catechetical  travels  around  the  Koote- 
nays.  Just  four  weeks  ago,  I  arrived 
in  Nelson  and  was  met  by  my  com- 
panion for  the  month.  Sister  Gertrude 
Walsh,  and  by  Father  Pat  Gallery, 
C.Ss.R.,  rector  of  the  Redemptorist 
Fathers  in  Nelson  under  whose  direct- 
ion we  would  be  working. 

Nelson  and  the  Roads 

Nelson  nestles  in  the  heart  of  the 
Rockies.  It  is  a  picturesque  city  of 


9,000,  built  from  the  shores  of  the 
Kootenay  Lake  right  up  the  side  of  the 
mountain.  Prominently  situated  on  a 
plateau  is  the  imposing  Mount  St. 
Francis  Infirmary — our  home  on  our 
periodic  returns  to  Nelson. 

We  soon  learned  that  we  were  to  be 
in  the  company  of  intrepid  missionaries 
whose  territory  covers  7,000  square 
miles  and  includes  the  narrowest, 
winding-est  (the  only  word  for  them) 
roads  which  climb  up  and  down  mount- 
ains, and  which  frighten  and  thrill  with 
their  sharp  precipices  and  rocky  pro- 
montories. The  Fathers  never  lost  a 
chance  to  regale  us  with  tales  of  those 
who  had  gone  "overboard"  at  different 
times  and  at  different  places  enroute! 
We  could  well  imagine  how  terrifying 
it  would  be  to  travel  these  roads  in  the 
winter  when  ice,  sleet  and  snow  in- 
crease the  hazards;  or  in  the  spring 
when  wash-outs  and  falling  rocks  con- 
stitute a  formidable  and  ever-threaten- 
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ing  menace.  Yet  the  Redemptorist 
Fathers  travel  these  roads  every  Sun- 
day to  say  three  Masses,  often  with 
only  coffee  to  break  their  fast  before 
nightfall. 

Our  First  Experiences 

The  morning  after  my  arrival  was 
Sunday,  and  our  first  experience  as 
Kootenay  Missionaries.  After  an  early 
Mass  and  breakfast,  we  started  out 
with  Father  Berrigan  to  catch  the  8 
o'clock  ferry  to  the  North  Shore.  It  was 
a  beautiful,  sunny  day,  and  the  water 
was  bright  green.  On  the  other  side, 
we  drove  to  the  next  ferry,  re-crossed 
the  Lake,  then  followed  a  narrow, 
winding  dirt  road  to  Proctor.  Here,  in 
the  white  church  before  whose  front 
door  a  creek  splashes  gaily  and  noisily. 
Father  offered  his  first  Mass  at  9 
o'clock  and  preached  his  first  sermon 
of  the  day. 

We  met  some  of  the  people,  but 
could  not  tarry  as  Father  was  ready  to 
leave.  We  went  over  the  winding  road 
to  the  ferry  and  on  to  Kaslo  for  Fa- 
ther's second  Mass — a  High  Mass — 
at  11:30  and  his  second  sermon.  We 
were  introduced  to  some  of  the  par- 
ishioners and  escorted  to  Miss  M.  Mac- 
Donald's  for  dinner.  We  taught  cat- 
echism from  2  till  4  p.m.  But  Father 
Berrigan  went  on  to  Riondel  for  his 
third  Mass  at  4:15  and  his  third  ser- 
mon. When  we  saw  Father  again  it  was 
at  Benediction  at  7:30  p.m.  He  had 
covered  about  175  miles,  had  been 
travelling  since  before  8  a.m.  and  still 
had  not  had  a  decent  meal!  We,  in  the 
meantime,  had  supper  with  Mrs.  C. 
White,  President  of  the  Catholic  Wo- 
men's League  and  then  retired  to  the 
home  of  Mrs.  L.  Shutty  where  we 
would  be  sleeping  during  our  stay  in 
Kaslo. 

For  the  next  three  days,  we  taught 
catechism  to  29  children  preparing  1 1 


for  their  First  Holy  Communion.  The 
summer  school  at  Kaslo  ended  with  a 
picnic  sponorsed  by  the  C.W.L.  All 
the  ladies  shared  in  the  preparation  and 
serving  of  an  abundance  of  delicious 
food,  ice  cream  and  soft  drinks,  to  the 
delight  of  the  children. 

Riondel 

We  left  that  evening  for  Balfour 
where  we  boarded  the  Anscomb,  a  very 
fine,  large  ferry.  Then  we  motored  the 
rest  of  the  way  to  Riondel,  a  mining 
town  in  the  hills.  Here,  we  were  guests 
at  the  home  of  Mrs.  T.  Sweeney  and, 
as  at  Kaslo,  ate  our  meals  with  different 
families.  This  way,  we  could  meet  more 
people  in  a  more  intimate  way. 

One  of  the  highlights  at  Riondel  was 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
which  was  an  integral  part  of  each  sum- 
mer school.  The  people  at  Riondel 
had  never  been  able  to  have  Benedic- 
tion. It  was  heartwarming  to  hear  all 
(especially  the  men)  joining  in  the 
singing  of  the  old  familar  Benediction 
hymns,  which  some  had  not  sung  for 
years.  The  last  day,  nine  girls  and  two 
boys  received  our  Blessed  Lord  into 
their  little  hearts  for  the  first  time.  The 
oldest  boy — aged  15 — bicycled  seven 
miles  into  town  that  morning  to  make 
his  First  Holy  Communion.  In  the  af- 
ternoon, all  of  us  gathered  at  North 
Bay,  an  ideal  picnic  spot  for  the  cus- 
tomary races,  peanut  scramble  and 
refreshments.  We  returned  that  night 
to  Nelson  where  the  Sisters  of  St.  Anne, 
as  always,  were  the  personification  of 
kindness  and  gracious  hospitality. 

Our  next  venture  was  to  be  in  the 
opposite  direction  with  Father  Mac- 
Gillivray.  We  started  out  at  5  p.m. 
Sunday  evening  in  the  pouring  rain, 
arriving  at  Slocan  City  for  Mass  at  7 
p.m.  His  other  two  Missions  alternate 
with  Mass  at  9  a.m.  and  1 1  a.m. 
(continued  on  page  32) 
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Be  kind  and  tender  to  the  Frog, 

And  do  not  coll  him  names. 
As  "Slimy-skin",  or  "Polly-wog", 

Or  likewise,  "Uncle  James", 
Or  "Gape-a-grin",  or  "Toad-gone-wrong", 

Or  "Billy  Bandy-knees": 
The  Frog  is  justly  sensitive 

To  epithets  like  these. 

No  animal  will  more  repay 

A  treatment  kind  and  fair. 
At  least  so  lonely  people  say 
Who  keep  a  frog  (and,  by  the  way. 

They  are  exteremly  rare). 


HILAIRE  BELLOC 


THEN  THROW  AWAY  TWO  WEEKS  BEFORE  YOU  NEED  IT 
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CONCLUDED 


By  SISTER  ZINK 


SINCE  THE  last  issue  of  the  F.A.H 
app>eared,  I  met  a  Kentuckian  who 
said,  "Sister,  that  article  of  yours  was 
very  convincing."  The  article,  of 
course,  was  meant  to  be  convincing, 
because  it  was  entirely  sincere.  The 
genuine  kindness  which  we  met  during 
our  tour  of  the  Covington  Diocese  was 
a  beautiful  example  of  the  Doctrine 
of  the  Mystical  Body  in  action.  We 
should  be  qualified  to  speak,  because 
in  a  little  less  than  three  weeks  we 
visited  40  schools  and  gave  approxi- 
mately 55  talks 

The  Diary 

I  have  a  small  black  book  with 
nothing  about  its  appearance  to  suggest 
magic,  yet  it  is  full  of  the  magic  of 
memories — intimate,  personal  memor- 
ies which  I  would  like  to  share  with 
you. 


March  8 

We  began  our  school  visiting  here 
at  La  Salette  Academy  today,  then  went 
on  to  two  other  schools.  We  will  be 
speaking  only  to  the  pupils  of  Grades 
7  and  up,  but,  it  seems  that  we  will  be 
making  brief  visits  to  the  other  classes 
also.  The  children  are  delightful.  We 
were  amazed  at  their  attention  and 
evident  interest.  They  appear  to  be 
quite  vocation-conscious,  a  result  no 
doubt  of  the  Diocesan  Vocation  Pro- 
gram. 

March  10 

As  we  go  from  school  to  school  and 
from  class  to  class,  we  are  greeted  by 
"Good  morning,  Sister"  in  that  peculiar 
sing-song  chant  which  must  be  an 
international  trait  of  school  children. 
We  wondered  a  little  at  the  unhesitating 
acceptance  of  us  as  Sisters  by  the  tiny 
tots  especially,  since  our  habit  is  so  un- 
like any  they  have  seen  before.  Today 
Sister  O'Kane  said  to  a  group  of  first- 
graders:  "Do  you  think  we  are  really 
and  truly  Sisters?" 


A  PROUD  MAN  IS  ONE  WHO  THINKS  HE 
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"Yes,  Sister." 

"How  do  you  know  we  are  Sisters?" 
"Sister  told  us." 

It  was  just  a  variation  of  the  well- 
known  "Sister  says"  which  to  any  first- 
grader  is  the  ultimate  in  authoritative 
pronouncements. 

We  are  delighted  that  there  is  no 
prodding  necessary  to  produce  ques- 
tions when  we  have  finished  speaking. 
Twelve-year  old  Tommy  asked  how 
our  Port  work  was  financed.  I  told  him 
it  was  mostly  through  contributions  by 
such  groups  as  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  and  the  Knights  of  Columbus. 
His  teacher,  who  was  beside  me,  said 
to  him:  "When  you  are  a  man,  Tommy, 
you  can  send  a  donation  to  help  the 
Sisters  in  their  work."  "Oh,"  replied 
Tommy  airily,  "I'll  send  them  one  of 
my  daughters." 

March  11 

We  had  an  interesting  trip  to  Mays- 
ville  where  we  attended  a  Pontifical 


Sister  of  Charity 
of  Nazareth 


IS  EVERYTHING  YOU  KNOW  YOU  ARE. 


Vocation  Mass  and  the  Discussion 
Group  which  followed.  The  President 
and  Secretary  of  the  Diocesan  Council 
of  Catholic  Women  were  our  escorts. 
Because  of  the  floods  which  have  been 
harassing  this  section  of  the  country, 
we  drove  down  on  the  Ohio  side  of 
the  Ohio  River,  which  incidentally — 
and  despite  the  song — is  not  beautiful. 

On  our  return,  having  learned  that 
the  roads  were  passable,  we  took  the 
Kentucky  side  of  the  river  which  is  a 
much  prettier  route.  Our  ladies  were 
charming  and  our  ride  quite  hilarious, 
mostly  because  we  got  lost  three  times. 
At  one  point,  Mrs.  Theissen,  who  was 
driving,  wondered  where  the  road  we 
were  on  was  taking  us.  Said  Sister 
O'Kane:  "Looks  to  me  as  if  it  is  taking 
us  into  a  barnyard" — which  was  ab- 
solutely true! 

March  13 

Today  brought  a  new  and  pleasant 
experience.  We  went  to  a  second  Mass 
at  Our  Saviour's  Coloured  Mission,  a 
tiny  box-like  church  served  from  the 
Cathedral  which  reminded  us  of  some 
of  the  little  frame  chapels  in  our  own 
West.  There  was  only  a  handful  of 
people  present  but  they  prayed  so  fer- 
vently. Just  before  Mass  began  there 
were  Mass  books  passed  around  from 
which  the  congregation  said  the  prayers 
aloud.  Before  Holy  Communion  they 
sang:  "O  Lord  I  Am  Not  Worthy". 
Small  though  the  congregation  was,  al- 
most everyone  went  to  Holy  Commun- 
ion. One  altar-boy — with  tight  kinky 
hair — walked  as  if  he  were  on  springs; 
he  literally  bounced  about.  We  were 
told  that  he  is  a  great  step-dancer  and 
that  every  inch  of  him  dances  with  his 
feet.  As  we  came  out  of  the  church  a 
lady  spoke  to  us:  "Yo'  all  are  new  Sis- 
ters. "Y'o'  sho'  look  maighty  pretty." 
March  14 

We  saw  some  dear  little  kindergarten 
children  this  morning.  One  lass  of 
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about  four  years  put  her  hand  on  an- 
other wee  one's  curly  head,  looked  up 
at  me  and  said:  "She's  the  cutest  little 
thing." 

March  17 

We  visited  Villa  Madonna  Academy 
in  Fort  Mitchell  a  suburb  of  Coving- 
ton. Villa  Madonna  Academy  and  St. 
Walburg's  Convent,  the  Mother  House 
of  the  Kentucky  Benedictines,  are 
ideally  located  high  on  a  hill  overlook- 
ing the  Ohio  River.  Across  the  river 
from  the  Convent  one  sees  the  State 
of  Ohio  and  looking  down  the  river 
just  a  little,  the  State  of  Indiana.  The 
grounds  are  extensive  and  beautiful. 
We  were  told  that  it  is  a  Benedictine 
custom  to  build,  if  possible,  on  a  hill- 
top ever  since  St.  Benedict  built  on 
Monte  Cassino. 

This  evening  we  were  invited  to  a 
Sodality  meeting  in  Corpus  Christi  par- 
ish, Newport,  which  is  just  a  few 
minutes  drive  from  Covington.  The 
meeting  featured  a  panel  on  vocations, 
and  the  panel  was  composed  of  Sister 
O'Kane,  a  young  married  woman,  a 
single  woman  and  a  member  of  the 
Bishop's  Lay  Committee  on  Vocations, 
who  spoke  for  parents.  Each  member 
of  the  panel  spoke  briefly,  after  which 
questions  and  discussion  were  invited. 
We  were  quite  impressed  by  the  thor- 
oughly Catholic  outlook  of  the  lay 
members  of  the  panel  who  spoke  con- 
vincingly of  the  reasons  for  their  choice 
of  a  state  in  life  and  of  the  advantages 
and  disadvantages  of  each  state.  This 
meeting  was  another  example  of  the 
way  in  which  the  Diocese  goes  all-out 
for  vocations  during  March. 

March  18 

The  school  had  grown  to  the  extent 
that  the  first  grade  had  overflowed  into 
the  sacristy  of  the  church.  The  room 
was  makeshift  and  crowded,  but  the 
shrine  to  Our  Lady  was  most  devo- 
tional and  all  the  little  girls  were  wear- 


ing blue  hair  ribbons  in  honour  of  "the 
Blessed  Mother".  They  recited  "Lovely 
Lady  Dressed  in  Blue"  with  a  slight 
southern  accent  that  would  melt  a 
stone,  eyes  glued  to  the  statue,  hands 
reverently  folded,  heads  shaking  and 
bobbing  in  solemn  earnestness.  It  was 
our  last  visit  in  our  last  school  in 
Northern  Kentucky.  It  was  a  true 
"Sursum  Corda". 

March  19 
We  have  arrived  in  Lexington  for  a 
tour  of  the  southern  section  of  the 
Diocese.  Lexington  is  a  beautiful  city, 
much  more  typical  of  the  South  than 
Covington.  We  are  still  the  guests  of 
the  Sisters  of  Charity  of  Nazareth  at 
Euphresia  Hall,  the  imposing  colonial- 
styled  nurses'  residence  of  St.  Joseph's 
Hospital. 

March  23 

We  started  oflf  this  morning  with 
Father  E.  R.  Toner,  who  is  our  official 
guide  in  our  visiting  of  the  Lexing- 
ton area.  We  were  en  route  to  Win- 
chester. Lexington  is  like  the  hub  of 
a  wheel.  Radiating  in  all  directions 
from  the  hub  is  the  famous  Blue  Grass 
country  with  its  numerous  horse  farms. 
Now,  in  Kentucky  a  horse  farm  is  not 
"just  a  farm";  it  is  a  magificent  estate 
with  a  palatial  home  and  almost  equally 
palatial  horse-barns.  We  saw  some 
beautiful  horses,  but  Father  said  we 
could  be  very  sure  that  the  real  aristo- 
crats were  not  out  on  view. 

Winchester  is  a  pretty  town  with  a 
fine  new  convent  and  school.  When  we 
went  into  the  kindergarten  the  Sister 
introduced  us:  "Children,  these  are 
Sisters  of  Service  from  Canada."  One 
young  hopeful  in  cowboy  attire  jumped 
up  and  said,  "I'm  J.  Howard  Wallace" 
and  another  smaller  tyke,  not  to  be 
outdone,  announced  in  a  slow  drawl. 
"Ah'm  George." 

From  Winchester  we  went  to  Rich- 
(continued  on  page  31) 
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ONCE  UPON  A  TIME  there  was  a  girl  named 
Margaret.  There  have  been  many  girls  with 
that  name,  I  know,  but  the  one  I  want  to  tell  you 
about  should  mean  something  special  to  Canadian 
boys  and  girls. 

Margaret  Bourgeoys  (which  was  her 
full  name)  was  born  in  Troyes,  France, 
in  the  year  1620.  She  belonged  to  a 
big  family,  so  that  when  her  mother 
died,  she  had  to  look  after  all  her 
brothers  and  sisters.  Like  most  French 
girls  of  her  time  and  since,  Margaret 
liked  nice  clothes;  so  much  so,  indeed, 
that  when  she  was  asked  to  join  the 
Children  of  Mary,  she  refused.  This 
Congregation  of  young  girls  made  a 
promise  to  wear  very  plain  things,  with- 
out frills  or  flounces  or  lace.  Margaret 
just  could  not  see  herself  dressed  like 
that.  Besides,  she  thought  they  did  this 
to  show  off  and  make  people  think  they 
were  pious. 


The 

Stable 
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When  Margaret  was  20  years  old, 
the  people  of  her  city  decided  to  have  a 
procession  in  honour  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Rosary.  Margaret  went  along  and 
sang  and  prayed  with  the  people.  As 
she  passed  before  a  statue  of  Our  Lady 
high  above  the  door  of  a  monastery, 
she  looked  up  to  see  the  statue  smiling 
at  her!  She  could  not  believe  her  eyes! 
She  looked  again.  Our  Lady  was  still 
smiling,  and  at  that  moment,  Margaret 
knew  she  would  never  be  the  same 
again!  Not  only  had  Our  Lady  smiled 
at  her,  but  she  had  taught  her  many 
things  inside. 

Margaret  realized  then  that  nothing 
mattered  in  this  world  except  to  love 
God  and  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  to 
make  sacrifices  to  prove  that  love.  She 
did  not  have  to  be  ASKED  this  time. 
She  joined  the  Congregation  of  the 
Children  of  Mary  right  away — plain 
clothes  and  all — and  very  soon  was 
elected  President. 

But  Margaret  wanted  to  make  bigger 
sacrifices,  and  since  her  brothers  and 
sisters  wer^  grown  up  and  did  not  need 
her  any  more,  she  decided  to  be  a  Sister 
in  a  very  strict  order.  She  went  to  see 
the  Carmelites  and  the  Poor  Clares, 
and  though  they  thought  she  was  a  very 
nice  girl,  they  would  not  accept  her. 

Margaret  was  disappointed  and  told 
her  confessor.  "Don't  worry",  he  said, 
"God  must  have  other  plans  for  you. 
Suppose  you  try,  right  now,  living  the 
missionary  life  of  Our  Lady.  She  did 
not  belong  to  any  enclosed  order  but 
lived  among  people,  and  yet  she  was 
the  holiest  person  God  ever  made.  I'll 
give  you  some  rules  to  follow".  Trying 


to  be  like  Our  Lady  in  the  world  was 
something  Margaret  wanted  to  do,  but 
no  one  else  seemed  to  like  the  idea.  At 
that  time,  all  nuns  lived  behind  high 
walls,  and  never  came  out,  and  people 
just  could  not  think  of  them  anywhere 
else. 

At  one  of  the  meetings  of  the  Chil- 
dren of  Mary,  the  Sister  in  charge  told 
Margaret  that  her  brother,  Mr.  de 
Maisonneuve,  was  returning  to  France 
from  Canada,  and  that  he  would  be 
looking  for  people  to  help  him  in  his 
work  on  the  Island  of  Montreal.  He 
needed  teachers  as  well  as  workmen. 
When  Margaret  heard  this  and  learned 
that  the  French  village  on  the  Island 
was  called  "Ville  Marie",  or  Mary's 
Town,  she  wanted  to  go.  Later,  when 
she  met  Mr.  de  Maisonneuve  for  the 
first  time,  she  was  very  surprised.  She 
had  seen  him  in  a  dream!  Now  she 
knew  she  should  go  to  Canada.  She 
would  be  a  teacher  at  Ville  Marie. 

But  Canada  was  far  away,  and  life 
there  was  very  hard.  Margaret  worried 
a  little  when  she  heard  she  was  to  be 
the  only  woman  on  the  boat.  One 
morning,  when  she  was  wide  awake,  a 
"stately  lady"  appeared  to  her  and  said, 
"Go,  daughter,  I  will  not  forsake  you". 
The  Queen  of  heaven  promised  to  look 
after  Margaret.  How  could  anyone 
ever,  ever,  be  afraid  when  she  was  the 
daughter  of  such  a  Queen?  Margaret 
sailed  for  Canada  in  1653,  after  giving 
away  everything  she  owned. 

While  on  board  ship,  Mr.  de  Maison- 
neuve told  Margaret  many  things  about 
Montreal.  She  learned  that  the  colony 
had  been  founded  solely  for  the  Glory 


of  God  with  money  given  by  pious  peo- 
ple in  France.  A  little  Fort  had  been 
built  for  the  French  people  there.  They 
stayed  in  the  Fort  most  of  the  time  as 
there  were  many  Indians  around  wait- 
ing to  kill  them  if  they  came  out. 

Mr.  de  Maisonneuve  said  there  was 
a  mountain  behind  the  Fort,  which 
was  called  Mount  Royal.  He  said  he 
would  show  Margaret  everything  when 
they  got  Montreal,  including  the  cross 
he  himself  had  planted  on  the  mount- 
ain. He  had  carried  it  on  his  shoulders 
to  a  spot  where  the  people  from  the 
Fort  could  see  it.  This  he  had  done  to 
thank  God  for  sparing  the  Fort  during 
a  flood  the  very  first  Christmas  they 
Ncre  there.  Margaret  could  hardly  wait! 

After  a  very  long,  hard  trip,  during 
which  Margaret  had  to  look  after  sick 
sailors  and  make  sure  that  they  said 
their  prayers,  they  finally  reached 
Montreal.  One  of  the  first  things  Mar- 
garet did,  after  thanking  God  for  a 
safe  journey,  was  to  go  to  see  the  cross 
on  the  mountain.  It  was  gone!  The 
Indians  had  cut  it  down!  Margaret  felt 
very  badly,  but  Mr.  de  Maisonneuve 
said  she  could  see  to  it  that  another 
cross  was  erected,  and  he  sent  some  of 
his  men  with  her  to  make  the  cross 
and  to  protect  it  with  a  fence. 

At  first  there  were  no  children  to 
teach,  but  in  1657,  four  years  after  she 
had  come  to  Montreal,  Mr.  de  Maison- 
neuve gave  Margaret  a  stable  for  a 
school.  Margaret  cleaned  the  stable, 
had  a  chimney  built,  and  started  the 
first  school  in  Montreal,  and  she  be- 
came the  first  teacher.  She  and  a  helper 
lived  in  the  hay-loft.  They  had  to  use 
a  ladder  on  the  outside  to  get  in  or  to 
get  out.  They  were  very  poor  and  had 
to  work  hard  to  keep  aiive. 

The  same  year  that  Margaret  opened 
her  school,  she  asked  the  people  in 
Ville  Marie  if  they  did  not  think  it 
would  be  nice  to  build  a  little  chapel  in 

MORE  PEOPLE  ARE  RUN  DOWN 


honour  of  Our  Lady.  You  see,  Mar- 
garet could  never  forget  Our  Lady.  The 
people  agreed.  Some  of  them  brought 
stones  and  some  brought  sand  and  logs; 
others  did  the  work;  and  the  women  did 
the  sewing  for  the  altar  things.  Al- 
though it  was  not  finished  that  very 
year,  it  became  the  first  Shrine  of  Our 
Lady  in  Montreal,  and  they  called  it  the 
Chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  Good  Help- — or 
Notre  Dame  de  Bon-Secours — and 
everyone  loved  to  go  there  and  pray. 

Besides  teaching  in  the  stable,  Mar- 
garet started  a  "Congregation"  in  hon- 
our of  Our  Lady  (like  the  one  she  had 
belonged  to  in  France)  for  the  girls  who 
were  too  old  to  go  to  school.  Very  soon 
people  were  calling  her  home  the 
"house  of  the  Congregation". 

Margaret  also  looked  after  orphan 
girls  whom  the  King  of  France  had  sent 
to  Canada  as  his  wards.  She  knew  they 
were  lonesome,  and  so  she  took  them 
in.  She  taught  them  to  cook  and  sew 
and  knit,  and  saw  that  they  got  good 
husbands.  She  even  adopted  Indian 
baby  girls  when  their  mothers  did  not 
want  them. 

When  the  children  kept  coming,  and 
the  stable  got  too  small,  Margaret  went 
to  France  for  money  and  helpers.  She 
was  to  cross  the  Atlantic  ocean  seven 
times  in  all.  With  more  girls  to  help 
her,  Margaret  was  able  to  open  more 
schools.  She  was  also  able  to  send  Sis- 
ters to  teach  the  Indians  in  a  village 
near  the  cross  she  had  planted  on  the 
mountain  when  she  first  came  to  Cana- 
da. This  was  called  the  "Mountain  Mis- 
sion". At  first  the  Sisters  lived  in  birch- 
bark  houses,  but  later  they  were  given 
two  stone  towers — one  to  live  in  and 
one  in  which  to  teach. 

Margaret  gave  the  girls  who  came  to 
help  her  the  rules  her  confessor  had 
given  her  in  France  for  those  who  want- 
ed to  honour  the  active  life  of  Our  Bles- 
sed Lady.  They  liked  the  rules  and  the 
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things  Margaret  herself  taught  them, 
and  they  said  they  would  like  to  be 
Sisters.  They  wanted  Margaret  to  be 
their  Superior.  The  King  of  France 
gave  his  permission,  and  so  did  the 
Bishop  of  Quebec,  who  was  the  only 
bishop  in  Canada  in  those  days.  And 
that  was  the  beginning  of  the  Congre- 
gation of  Notre  Dame,  or  Our  Lady's 
Congregation. 

But  things  seemed  to  get  harder  for 
Margaret  as  she  got  older.  Her  Sisters 
could  not  understand  why  she  would 
bother  with  the  orphan  girls  from 
France  when  the  Sisters  wanted  her  to 
stay  with  THEM;  the  second  house  she 
built  was  burnt  to  the  ground  and  two 
of  her  Sisters  died;  her  work  was  al- 
most ruined  when  two  Bishops  wanted 
to  make  cloistered  nuns  of  her  and  her 
Sisters  and  keep  them  behind  grilles  in 
a  convent.  Besides  this,  she  began  to 
feel  that  she  was  not  good  enough  nor 
able  to  be  the  Superior. 

But  the  hardest  thing  of  all  was  when 
she  felt,  for  fifty  months,  that  God  did 
not  love  her  and  that  she  did  not  love 
Him.  All  these  things  were  crosses, 
but  Margaret  never  forgot  that  Our 
Lady  had  promised  to  help  her,  especi- 
ally when  she  asked  that  someone  else 
be  Superior  and  she  went  to  the  infirm- 
ary where  sick  and  old  Sisters  go.  It 
hurt  a  bit  to  feel  so  helpless  and  to  be 
away  from  the  Sisters. 

On  the  last  day  of  the  year  1699, 
when  Margaret  was  79  years  old,  one 
of  the  younger  Sisters  was  sick  and 
everyone  thought  she  was  going  to  die. 
Margaret  said  to  God:  "Please,  won't 
You  take  me  instead?  I  am  an  old 
woman  and  they  won't  miss  me  very 
much.  This  young  Sister  could  do  a 
great  deal  more  work  for  You  if  You 
let  her  live".  And  that  is  exactly  what 
God  did.  The  young  Sister  got  better 
and  Margaret  Bourgeoys  died  on  Janu- 


ary 12,  1700.  She  had  worked  47  years 
in  Ville  Marie. 

If  you  ever  go  to  Montreal,  our 
Lady's  own  City,  perhaps  the  first  thing 
you  will  see  will  be  the  huge,  lighted 
cross  on  Mount  Royal  which  replaces 
the  wooden  ones  erected  by  Mr.  de 
Maisonneuve  and  Margaret  Bourgeoys; 
you  will  see  the  twin  towers  in  the 
Seminary  grounds — the  very  ones  in 
which  Margaret's  Sisters  taught  and 
which  she  visited;  you  will  see  the 
Church  of  Notre  Dame  de  Bon-Se- 
cours,  which  is  very  old  and  which  was 
built  over  Margaret's  own  chapel;  and 
you  will  see  hundreds  of  Margaret 
Bourgeoys'  daughters  (there  are  over 
3,000  in  all) — the  Sisters  of  the  Con- 
gregation of  Notre  Dame — who  are 
still  doing  her  work  of  instructing 
young  girls. 

Most  people  feel  that  anyone  who 
did  so  much  for  God  and  who  made  so 
many  sacrifices,  must  be  very  dear  to 
Him.  That  is  why  everyone  is  hoping 
that  the  Church  will  one  day  call  Mar- 
garet the  "Sainted"  daughter  of  the 
Queen — the  first  woman  saint  of  Can- 
ada. Let  us  pray  for  her  courage  and 
for  her  zeal  —  especially  those  girls 
who  are  lucky  enough  to  be  called  — 
MARGARET. 


A  SPOON  SEEMS  TWICE  AS  BIG  IF  YOU 
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BI-CENTENNIAL 
OF  ST.  GERARD 

OCTOBER  15,  1955,  marks 
the  bi-centennial  of  the 
death  of  St.  Gerard.  Pilgrims  from 
all  over  the  world  are  expected 
at  the  Materdomini  Shrine  of  St. 
Gerard  at  Caposele,  a  small  Ital- 
ian town  some  50  miles  from 
Naples. 

Assisting  at  the  ceremonies 
there  will  be  two  Canadian  Re- 
demptorists — Rev.  D.  Ehman  and 
Rev.  R.  Delaney.  Father  Eh- 
man established  the  League  of 
St.  Gerard  in  Toronto  in  1936. 
This  campaign  in  defence  of 
motherhood  has  since  spread 
throughout  the  English-speaking 
world  and  has  an  estimated  mem- 
bership of  300,000.  Father  De- 
laney continues  to  foster  devotion 
to  St.  Gerard,  the  Mothers'  Saint, 
in  the  Canadian  Redemptorist 
periodical  "The  Madonna". 


REGINA  CATECHISTS  REPORT 

(continued  from  page  15) 

on  the  part  of  the  parents  and  of  the 
boys  that  they  came  to  Vacation  School 
for  the  first  time. 

They  seemed  to  drink  in  the  lessons 
imparted  to  them,  and  it  was  the 
opening  up  of  a  new  spiritual  world 
for  these  young  boys.  One  day  later 
in  the  week.  Father  was  not  able  to  go 
and  pick  up  the  boys,  and  the  one-time 
reluctant  father  'phoned  to  find  out  if 
Father  were  coming  because  "the  boys 
will  be  so  disappointed  if  they  cannot 
go  to  class."  It  is  one  of  the  great  con- 
solations of  a  catechist  when  she  sees 
such  a  result  of  grace  or  to  witness 
another  little  boy  fasting  until  2  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon  in  order  to  receive 
Holy  Communion". 

^         ^  ^ 

"There  was  great  excitement  in  one 
community  I  visited.  They  were  to  have 
their  own  church!  Property  had  been 
bought,  the  foundation  built  and  an 
Anglican  Church  purchased.  But  it 
was  twelve  miles  away!  The  problem 
was  to  move  it.  Weeks  of  rain  had 
made  lakes  of  the  roads,  but  finally 
a  truck  made  the  grade  and  two  men 
began  to  demolish  the  chimney — the 
first  step  in  the  moving  operation. 

I  was  invited  to  see  the  new  church. 
It  was  not  until  we  reached  the  site 
that  I  learned  the  purpose  of  the  trip. 
A  nest  of  hornets  had  been  disturbed 
when  the  chimney  was  demolished  and 
the  men  were  out  for  revenge!  An  in- 
sect bomb  did  the  trick,  and  the  moving 
preparations  went  on!" 

*       *  it: 

"We  called  him  the  reluctant  scholar. 
For  two  days  after  Vacation  School 
began  he  played  hookey,  despite  the 
fact  that  his  father  had  driven  in  ten 
miles  to  have  him  attend.  After  a  little 
persuasion  he  joined  the  happy  group. 


Happy  for  them,  that  is!  I  was  conten- 
ding with  a  menagerie — frogs  in  poc- 
kets, kittens  up  jackets,  and  at  least 
two  dogs  running  in  and  out!  A  few 
rules  were  laid  down  and  peace  re- 
turned— and  the  reluctant  scholar  felt 
at  home! 

The  children  had  seen  "The  Robe" 
and  "Our  Lady  of  Fatima",  and  no 
matter  what  lesson  was  being  taught, 
it  always  ended  up  with  a  dissertation 
on  some  part  of  these  films — "the  good 
guy"  doing  this,  and  the  "bad  guy" 
doing  that.  After  talking  of  little 
Jacinta's  great  love  for  penance  be- 
cause she  had  seen  a  vision  of  hell,  one 
boy  came  up  after  class  and  very  con- 
fidentially asked,  "Honest,  Sister,  do 
you  think  them  three  kids  really  saw 
hell?" 


HAVE  TO  SWALLOW  YOUR  OWN  MEDICINE. 
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IT    STARTED    SO    LONG  AGO 


A  LONG 

LONG 

STORY 


IT  WAS  THE  MIDDLE  of  the  school  year,  and 
'  Sister  Coughlin  and  I  were  considering  a  musical 
project  for  our  little  Indians  on  Christian  Island. 
"I  have  it!"  Sister  said,  "Let's  start  a  harmonica 
band!"  "A  harmonica  band!  Why  I  wouldn't  know 
how  to  blow  ONE  tune!"  "That  doesn't  matter",  was 
the  reply,  "I  once  saw  a  class  of  retarded  children  in 
a  harmonica  band,  and  if  they  could  be  taught,  we 
should  qualify.  And  then  we  can  teach  the  little 
Indians." 

The  die  was  cast!  The  pressure  was  on!  Regardless 
of  the  fact  that  Sister  Coughlin  can't  sing,  and  that 
I  can  just  coax  my  right  and  left  hands  to  play  to- 
gether on  the  piano,  we  returned  from  Toronto  and 
Easter  holidays  with  two  extra  pieces  of  baggage. 
You  guessed  it!  Two  Harmonicas! 

We  settled  down  to  practice.  The  discords  were 
out  of  this  world!  Sister  said  hesitantly,  "Mine  doesn't 
seem  to  sound  the  same  as  yours".  We  examined 
them,  and  found  that  one  was  tuned  to  the  Key  of  C 
and  the  other  to  the  Key  of  B  fiat! 

We  tried  again!  The  things  were  such  harmless- 
looking  little  instruments,  but  what  monsters  to 
master — at  least  for  us!  We  could  not  possibly  follow 
all  the  directions  at  the  same  time,  as  the  rules, 
letters,  numbers,  etc.  seemed  to  be  endless.  So  we 
decided  to  just  blow.  It  finally  dawned  on  us,  how- 
ever, that  we  had  to  draw  in  too,  so  we  "blowed"  and 
"drawed"  with  all  our  might.  Rule  3  told  us  to  cover 
the  holes  by  pressing  our  tongues  against  them,  so 
press  we  did.  How  the  harmonicas  withstood  the 
onslaught  is  something  in  their  favour.  For  the  first 
few  weeks,  we  stopped  each  practice  just  short  of 
apoplexy  or  a  heart  attack! 

It  became  a  little  easier  on  the  heart  and  lungs 
when  we  discovered  that  our  "monsters"  responded 
to  the  slightest  breath  and  became  ordinary  "beasts"! 
We  finally  got  them  tamed  to  the  point  where  we 
could  handle  them  with  one  hand.  After  a  month's 
practice,  we  were  able  to  play  five  tunes  without 
getting  too  red  in  the  face.  We  were  ready  to  face 
the  class! 

SISTER  MacMILLAN 

Someone  else  is  going  to  finish  this  story. 
Please  read  on! 


IF  YOU  WON'T  FACE  A  PROBLEM  YOU  WILL  SIT  DOWN  ON  ANOTHER. 
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The  SEQUEL 

to  the 

Long,  Long  Story 


WE  TOOK  THE  CUP - 
AND  THE  CAKE  AS  WELL 

IT  HAS  NOW  gone  down   in  the 
Annals  as  "The  Cup  Event". 

We  had  all  gasped  when  we  heard 
that  our  two  Sisters  on  Christian  Island 
were  entering  the  Indian  children  in  a 
Harmonica  Band  Contest  at  the  Cana- 
dian National  Exhibition  at  Toronto. 
For  children  so  far  removed  from  the 
big  City,  some  of  whom  probably  had 
never  seen  a  band  of  any  kind,  the  pro- 
ject seemed  fantastic  and  daring.  The 
Sisters  called  it  faith!  On  this  faith  they 
bought  the  harmonicas  at  Easter  and 
painfully  learned  to  play  them  them- 
selves, before  introducing  the  new  art 
to«  their  pupils.  Months  of  practice 
followed. 

Since  the  "Ex"  is  held  in  August,  it 
meant  returning  to  the  Island  a  week 
before  the  contest  to  round  up  the 
children  and  put  them  through  their 
paces.  I  was  chosen  to  accompany  Sis- 
ter Coughlin,  as  Sister  MacMillan  had 
her  appointment  for  the  West. 


Out  of  18  children,  ten  turned  up! 
The  rest  had  gone  berry-picking  on  the 
mainland!  Nothing  daunted,  we  took 
these  for  an  hour's  practice  every  day 
for  a  week.  Then  on  a  bright  and 
memorable  Monday  morning,  ten  little 
Indian  boys  and  girls,  with  six  of  the 
mothers,  two  Sisters,  the  Indian  Agent 
and  the  United  Church  Minister  all 
sailed  the  four  miles  across  Georgian 
Bay  and  landed  at  Cedar  Point  where 
three  cars  were  waiting  to  drive  us  to 
Toronto. 


IT  ISN'T  ALWAYS  ABILITY  THAT  COUNTS  —  IT'S  PLIABILITY. 
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The  children  gave  us  no  trouble  at 
all.  At  the  Exhibition,  they  marched  on 
the  stage  awestruck,  but  they  them- 
selves stirred  up  interest  and  excite- 
ment. They  had  made  their  own  head- 
dress of  paper  bands  and  red  feathers 
and  their  dusky  complexions  were 
flushed  as  their  black  eyes  took  in  the 
audience  and  they  prepared  to  "do 
their  stuff".  They  did  very  well  and 
they  were  AWARDED  the  cup  for 
their  good  performance  and  for  their 
courage  in  coming  such  a  long  distance 
for  the  competition.  You  see,  there 
were  no  other  contestants!  What  faith 
will  do! 

We  took  the  cup,  but  we  had  the 


cake  too!  The  children  had  free  meal 
tickets  and  some  spending  money.  For 
two  hours  they  did  the  Roller  Coaster 
and  the  Whips  and  the  Caterpillars — 
with  two  slightly  dizzy  Sisters  in  tow. 
They  ate  hot  dogs  and  popsicles  and  ice 
cream  and  potato  chips,  and  for  sheer 
delight  and  pleasure,  the  money  could 
not  have  been  better  spent. 

It  was  a  wonderful  day!  We  do  not 
know  just  exactly  what  it  meant  to  our 
little  Indians  since  they  are  quite  un- 
communicative, but  as  one  little  Cop- 
perskin  climbed  into  the  car,  tired  and 
happy,  he  said:  "Gee,  Sister,  do  you 
suppose  we  can  SELL  the  cup"! 

SISTER  O'REILLY 


i 

:1 


WHEN  DOWN  IN  THE  MOUTH,  REMEMBER  JONAH.  HE  CAME  OUT  ALL  RIGHT. 
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mond  where  we  had  the  pleasure  of  a 
visit  with  the  Missionary  Catechists 
or  Victory  Noll  Sisters.  The  Sisters 
live  in  Richmond  and  from  there  go  to 
various  mountain  missions  where  they 
teach  Catechism. 

The  southernmost  section  of  the 
Diocese  is  in  the  mountains  and  is 
true  missionary  country.  There  is  a 
great  deal  of  reclaiming  to  be  done 
among  people  who,  a  generation  or 
more  ago,  fell  away  from  the  Church, 
in  many  cases  because  of  a  lack  of 
priests.  Richmond  itself  is  not  in  the 
mountains,  but  to  quote  Monsignor 
Poole  who  has  been  Pastor  there  for 
twenty-five  years,  "It's  where  you  kick 
off  for  the  mountains." 

March  24 

Today  we  visited  Paris,  Frankfort, 
the  State  Capital,  Versailles  and  Lan- 
caster. Lancaster,  though  not  in  the 
mountains,  is,  strictly  speaking,  mission 
territory.  The  Notre  Dame  Sisters  teach 
in  a  little  school  which  is  only  three 
years  old.  There  is  wonderful  work 
being  done  here  in  the  breaking  down 
of  anti-Catholic  prejudice  which  is  very 
strong  in  many,  many  sections  of  the 
South. 

March  25 

Our  Lady's  feast,  and  we  returned 
to  Covington  our  task  accomplished. 
We  have  been  greatly  enriched  by  this 
experience. 

March  27:  On  the  way  home  . . . 

We  said  a  difficult  good-bye  to  the 
Sisters  at  La  Salette  who  have  been  so 
truly  Sisters  to  us.  We  had  lunch  with 
His  Excellency  Bishop  MuUoy. 

And  now  we  only  say  to  the  Most 
Reverend  Bishop  of  Covington,  to  the 
priests,  the  Sisters,  the  people  and  the 
children  of  those  parts  of  Kentucky 
which  we  were  privileged  to  visit:  "Au 
revoir,  thank  you,  and  God  bless  you." 


"GOING  OUT" 

(continued  from  page  11) 

see  the  sights  of  the  Twin  Cities,  Fort 
William  and  Port  Arthur. 

The  boat  trip  from  Fort  William, 
through  Lakes  Superior  and  Huron, 
was  by  far  the  choice  portion  of  the 
journey.  We  were  on  the  "Assinaboia", 
and  loved  every  moment  of  it.  We  were 
sure  that  we  had  the  best  steward  in  the 
dining  salon.  No  wonder!  He  turned 
out  to  be  one  of  the  Penetang  boys  I 
had  been  holding  up  as  an  example  for 
the  Rosary  students.  Nearly  two  days 
and  two  nights  on  the  boat!  It  was  a 
wonderful  rest. 

As  the  de  luxe  boat  train  carried 
us  from  Port  McNicoll  to  Toronto,  I 
revelled  in  the  beautiful  scenery.  I 
realized  then  how  much  I  had  been 
missing  the  magnificent  trees  for  nine 
years! 

The  chief  object  of  my  journey  "out" 
was  to  take  refresher  courses  in  English 
and  History  at  the  University  of  Toron- 
to. They  would  have  given  me  sheer 
pleasure  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
heat.  The  thermometer  hovered  be- 
tween 90  and  100  degrees  during 
most  of  my  stay  in  Toronto.  Despite 
this  incontestable  fact,  I  was  reassured 
many  times  a  day,  by  those  whom 
obedience  and  Christian  fortitude  keep 
in  that  City,  that  "it  wasn't  the  heat; 
it  was  the  humidity"! 

From  Toronto,  I  continued,  my  joy- 
ful trip  to  Montreal  and  the  Eastern 
Townships  to  see  my  family.  I  even  had 
a  visit  with  a  Trappist  nephjew  in 
Massachussets. 

If  I  manage  to  survive  the  gruelling 
heat  and  the  cruel  pavements,  I  know 
one  thing — I  will  not  be  missinp  the 
train  that  will  take  me  back  to  Mann- 
ing! After  this  wonderful  trip,  I  shall 
be  glad  to  stay  "in"  for  a  long,  long 
time. 

SISTER  HUDON 


THE  BEST  PLACE  TO  SPEND  YOUR  VACATION  IS  INSIDE  YOUR  INCOME. 
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KOOTENAY  MISSION 
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More  Road — And  New  Denver 

After  Mass,  we  drove  on  to  New 
Denver,  where  we  were  to  sleep  in  the 
rear  of  the  church,  teach  in  the  church 
and  have  our  meals  with  various  fami- 
lies. By  the  time  we  reached  our  destin- 
ation, climbing  mountains  and  skirting 
precipices,  we  decided  we  would  prefer 
to  remain  permanently  rather  than 
travel  that  road  back  to  Nelson!  But 
missionaries  are  not  daunted  by  hazard- 
ous travel  in  this  mountainous  country! 
We  became  almost  immune  to  swinging 
around  narrow  curves  with  rushing 
torrents  hundreds  of  feet  below;  to 
seeing  washed-out  railroad  tracks  hang- 
ing limply  in  thin  air;  bridges  washed 
out  and  even  a  whole  town  flooded  by 
a  creek  on  the  rampage. 

Salmo  and  Proctor 

Our  next  stop  was  Salmo  where  the 
two  of  us  again  slept  in  the  rear  of 
the  church.  Father  stayed  with  a  family 
14  miles  away.  Each  morning  he  drove 
in  for  Mass  at  9  o'clock,  bringing  in  a 
carload  of  children  he  picked  up  on 
the  way.  The  summer  school  at  Salmo 
came  to  a  close  with  First  Holy  Com- 
munion at  the  9  o'clock  Mass  on  Sun- 
day. We  had  to  leave  immediately  be- 
cause Father  had  to  go  on  to  South 
Slocan  for  Mass  at  1 1  a.m. 

Monday  saw  us  back  at  the  little 
white  church  at  Proctor — this  time  to 
teach  catechism.  Since  we  could  travel 
it  easily  enough,  we  left  Nelson  each 


morning  on  the  8  o'clock  ferry,  had 
Mass  at  9,  taught  catechism  until  Bene- 
diction at  3  p.m.,  and  travelled  back  to 
Nelson.  We  were  able  to  follow  the 
same  procedure  when  we  later  taught 
at  South  Slocan. 

The  Finale 

The  final  summer  school  was  at 
Fairview  which  is  the  Redemptorist 
parish  in  Nelson.  Because  of  the  rain, 
a  party  was  a  more  appropriate  ending 
than  a  picnic,  so  a  party  it  was.  We  two 
Sisters  were  playing  "Post  Office"  with 
the  children.  This  is  a  hilarious  game 
for  little  ones  (not  the  kind  of  "Post 
Office"  that  raises  adult  eyebrows), 
and  all  of  us  were  enjoying  it,  oblivious 
of  effect  it  might  have  on  others.  When 
the  postman  delivered  the  mail  to  the 
Monastery  and  came  within  range  of 
the  shrieks  and  shouts,  he  asked  Father 
what  was  going  on.  Father  replied  non- 
chalantly, "Oh,  the  Sisters  are  with 
the  children".  As  if  it  were  customary 
that  the  presence  of  Sisters  with  the 
children  would  elicit  such  a  racket! 

In  pleasant  reverie  I  have  traversed 
the  past  month  and,  incidentally 
over  500  miles  around  Nelson.  More 
important  than  the  mileage  (and  there 
was  plenty  of  that!)  are  the  people  we 
met  and  visited,  the  children  we  taught 
and  the  homes  to  which  we  tried  to 
bring  friendliness,  cheer  and  the  love  of 
God.  Happy  about  the  friendships 
formed,  and  hopeful  for  some  good 
effects  of  the  work  done,  I  am  also 
grateful  for  the  privilege  of  sharing  in 
the  labours  of  the  Redemptorist  mis- 
sionaries of  the  Kootenays. 


and    then    what ? 


VACATIONS 

SCHOOL 

GRADUATION 

m  THEK  mm. 

MARRI  AG  E? 
CAREER? 

MISSIONARY  SISTER? 


THE      SISTERS      OF  SERVICE 

INVITE     YOU     TO     SERVE  AS 

TEACHERS 

NURSES 

CATHECHISTS 


SOCIAL  WORKERS 


IN     THE     HOME     MISSION  FIELD 


WRITE:    REVEREND  SISTER  GENERAL 

2  WELLESLEY  PLACE       TORONTO  5,  ONT. 
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